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Road  Kill  on  a  Public  Highway/Thomas  Zimmerman 

Until  now 
The  roads  have 
Spun  beneath  me 
With  comfortable  speed 

However 
The  weight  has 
Increased  atop  me 
With  illegal  vdume 

I  suspect 

Some  will  be 

Shocked  to  find  threads 

Strung  from  Dallas  to  St.  Louis 


Any  Kind  of  Morsel/Keith  Shirley 

Miss  Bernadette  Lang  waited  for  her  ride  out  by  the 
mailbox.  Not  a  particular  ride;  any  ride  would  do, 
providing  she  knew  they  were  Christian  and  the  car 
was  clean.  She  didn't  believe  in  taking  chances  and 
wanted  to  know  there  wouldn't  be  any  question  about 
the  company  she  was  keeping  if  there  was  an  accident 
on  the  way  to  church  and  they  all  died. 

The  Hoopers  passed  right  by.  Didn't  even  slow  down. 
One  sure  way  to  tell  a  hypocrite;  they're  always  in  a 
hurry.  "Goin'  fast  and  doin'  ncthin"'  her  Daddy  used  to 
say. 

Bernadette,  or  Birdie'  as  she  was  known  to  the 
people  cf  Beulahland,  was  tall  and  thin,  long-limbed  and 
long-necked,  with  a  grey  streaked  bun  cf  brown  hair 
stacked  on  her  head.  At  sixty-eight,  she  was  healthy, 
although  a  bit  malnourished  locking.  It  seemed  a  bother 
to  cock  only  for  herself,  so  she  didn't  bother  much. 
Except  for  banana  nut  bread.  There  was  banana  nut 
bread  at  her  house  almc6t  all  the  time.  She  tdd  people 
her  Daddy  had  started  calling  her  Birdie  because  she 
liked  to  play  with  the  tritties  in  the  chicken  yard  when 
she  was  a  baby.  On  the  other  hand,  if  she  had  heard 
one  cf  the  youngsters  at  church  whisper  behind  a  ragged 
edged  New  Testament,  "Bir-die,  Bir-die,  legs  lite  a  kil- 
deer,"  well,  it  wouldn't  be  the  first  time. 

The  next  car  to  come  down  the  road  slowed,  flashed 


the  turn  signal,  and  eased  onto  the  gravel  shoulder 
where  she  stood.  She  never  moved,  not  stepping  back 
from  the  oncoming  car,  nor  walking  toward  it,  but 
waited  for  the  curb  service,  accepting  her  due.  After  all, 
she  was  the  pianist,  and  if  there  was  to  be  a  service, 
they  would  have  to  have  her  there,  or  all  go  home 
early.  The  hypocrites  would  prcbably  like  that  fine. 
That's  why  they  passed  her  up. 

"Mornin'  Birdie,"  Sadie  Lcfton  said  as  she  slid  acrcss 
the  seat  toward  Hankin,  giving  Birdie  the  spot  by  the 
door. 

Til  be  puttin'  the  Hoopers  back  on  my  prayer  list," 
Birdie  said  with  a  nod  cf  greeting.  She  pulled  her  legs  in 
and  slammed  the  door  and  locked  it  for  the  quarter-mile 
trip  to  the  church.  'They  think  they  got  to  get  there 
early  so  someone  else  don't  get  their  choir  robes.  They 
don't  really  sing,  you  know.  Just  move  their  lips." 

"Today's  the  day  the  new  preacher  starts,"  Sadie  said. 
She  tugged  up  on  the  cuff  cf  her  white  gloves  and  then 
smoothed  down  her  skirt.  "Me  and  Hankin  were 
wondering  how  hell  change  the  service  around.  They're 
all  a  little  different." 

"He  won't  be  changing  much,"  Birdie  said.   "He  never 
bothered  to  call  me  about  new  music  or  anything. 
Somebody  that  young  can't  know  too  much  about  how 
to  run  a  church  service.  Never  should  have  let  Brother 
Casey  leave." 

Hankin  flipped  on  the  turn  signal.  "The  man  had  a 
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right  to  retire,  Birdie.  He  is  seventy  years  old."  Hankin 
was  always  too  matter  <f  fact  to  suit  Birdie.  Had  an 
answer  for  everything  without  seeing  the  real  reasons. 

"I  guess  he  told  y  all  he  was  tired,  too.  Preachin'  don't 
seem  to  be  so  all  fired  exhaustin'  to  me.  Let  him  try 
eight  verses  cf  'Just  As  I  Am'  on  the  piano." 

There  was  a  small  gathering  <f  folks  outside  the 
church,  hanging  around  the  bottom  cf  the  steps,  almost 
ready  to  go  in,  but  not  quite  through  visiting.  Hankin 
pulled  into  a  line  cf  cars  and  stopped.  Birdie  got  out, 
ignoring  the  Lcftons  now  that  her  destination  had  been 
reached,  and  started  toward  the  church.  A  confusing 
sound  came  to  her  across  the  parking  lot.  Her  heart  rate 
increased  as  she  got  closer,  and  the  Bible  she  held 
against  her  chest  suddenly  gained  weight.  Somebody 
was  at  her  piano.  She  could  hear  the  music  from 
outside,  the  sound  becoming  louder  as  the  doors  opened 
to  let  people  in,  and  then  slightly  fading  as  they  swung 
shut  again.  Everybody  knew  not  to  touch  her  piano.  The 
gathering  locked  at  her  as  if  half  expecting  her  to 
explode.  She  was  given  a  wide  berth  as  she  made  her 
way  to  the  building.  Her  thin  legs  were  so  weak  she 
had  to  force  them  to  climb  the  steps.  Her  surprise 
turned  to  anger,  and  then  confusion  as  she  saw  upon 
entering,  Mrs.  Hooper,  in  her  clean  and  pressed  choir 
robe,  standing  beside  the  piano,  and  an  unknown  person, 
a  woman  with  blond  hair,  sitting  on  her  piano  bench. 

She  stood  for  a  moment  just  inside,  not  knowing 
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which  direction  to  go.  She  had  never  had  this  prcblem 
before.  Finally,  allowing  instinct  to  take  over,  she  began 
to  walk  down  the  center  aisle  just  as  she  had  done 
every  Sunday  morning  and  evening,  and  every 
Wdnesday  night,  and  every  revival  night  <f  her  memory, 
to  her  piano.  She  waited  with  head  high,  her  steps 
more  vertical  then  horizontal,  toward  the  stranger,  and 
the  traitor. 

Mrs.  Hooper  turned  toward  her,  and  Birdie  saw  she 
had  a  smug  smile  on  her  pudgy  face.  "Good  morning, 
Miss  Lang.  Have  you  met  the  new  preacher's  wife,  Mrs. 
Hall?"   Mrs.  Hall,  keeping  her  eyes  on  the  sheet  music, 
cocked  her  head  and  gave  an  exaggerated  nod  toward 
Birdie  as  she  mouthed  the  words  cf  the  exotic  song  she 
played,  all  full  cf  trills  and  suspended  notes. 

"Mrs.  Hall  is  quite  a  musician,  don't  you  agree?"  Mrs. 
Hooper  was  unknowingly  working  her  way  toward 
having  her  name  taken  df  Birdie's  prayer  list,  and  onto 
another  kind. 

Hrdie  put  the  Bible  on  top  cf  the  dd  upright,  reached 
across  in  front  cf  Mrs.  Hall's  face,  and  with  the  index 
and  middle  finger  cf  her  bare  left  hand,  polished  the 
brass  plaque  which  read,  "In  Loving  Memory  cf  Mr.  L. 
W.  Lang."  "Excuse  me,  but  it's  time  for  me  to  start  now," 
she  said  a  little  too  loudly.  The  woman  continued  to 
play.  Birdie  felt  a  hand  take  her  by  the  elbow.  She  was 
gently  pulled  backward,  and  urged  to  turn  around. 

"Miss  Lang?"  A  voice  behind  the  hand  spcke  to  her. 
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She  tore  her  eyes  away  from  the  scene  in  front  cf  her 
and  turned  to  a  face  that  locked  a  bit  too  clean  to 
belong  to  a  man,  and  a  smile  filled  with  shining  teeth. 
"Remember  me,  Miss  Lang?  W  met  when  I  visited  on 
call  several  months  ago."  Her  senses  were  overloaded 
by  the  tart  aroma  cf  aftershave  lotion  and  the  sparkling 
glitter  cf  jewelry  on  his  fingers  and  wrists.  "I've  so 
locked  forward  to  working  with  you.  T&u've  met  my  wife, 
I  see.  I  just  know  you  11  become  great  friends  and 
accompany  each  other  beautifully. " 

What  did  he  mean  by  that?  And  why  did  he  let  his 
wife  sit  at  her  piano?  Something  really  must  be  done. 

"Do  you  know  this  song.  Miss  Lang?  It's  quite 
wonderful,  don't  you  think?  It's  a  style  called 
Progressive  Christian.'"  He  turned  to  his  wife  and  said, 
"Hon.,  let  Miss  Lang  give  it  a  try.  I  just  know  you  11  love 
her  talent. "  Mrs.  Hall  stopped  playing  and  stood  with  a 
flourish,  and  with  a  sweeping  cf  her  arm  and  a  bow, 
presented  the  piano  to  Birdie. 

Birdie  sat  on  the  warm  bench.  Now  that  was  an 
unusual  sensation.  She  poised  her  hands  over  the  keys, 
locked  at  the  sheet,  and  knitted  her  brows.  She  blinked 
a  couple  cf  times  to  clear  her  vision.  The  excitement 
must  have  fuzzed  her  eyes  a  little.  There  were  too 
many  notes  on  the  paper.  A  few  more  blinks.  Still  too 
many  notes.  She  cocked  her  head  to  the  side,  and  the 
stanza  was  clear;  it  had  always  been  clear,  just  too 
many  notes. 
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This  is  the  special  music  we  wish  to  use  today," 
Reverend  Hall  told  her.  "T6u  want  to  go  over  it  with  us 
one  time?  My  wife  has  a  beautiful  voice." 

Too  many  notes.  She  tried  working  them  into  chords. 
Some  notes  would  have  to  be  left  out.  but  the  chords 
would  work.  She  let  her  hands  fall  toward  the  keys,  the 
long  fingers  spread,  and  the  tips  hocked  like  claws 
reaching  for  prey.  To  watch  her  play  was  the  same  as 
seeing  a  marionette  in  motion;  the  invisible  strings  on  her 
wrists  jerked  the  arms,  leaving  the  hands  momentarily 
behind  and  then  the  loose  linkage  cf  her  joints  gathered 
for  the  next  fall  to  the  black  and  white  keys.  The  back 
cf  her  neck  was  burning.  This  did  not  sound  like  the 
song  Mrs.  Hall  had  been  playing.  In  her  left  ear,  she 
heard  a  voice  rise,  strong  and  sweet,  and  then  halt 
regroup,  and  try  again.  Mrs.  Hall  tried  to  keep  the 
rhythm  going  with  the  piano,  but  it  just  didn't  seem  to 
fit. 

"Miss  Lang."  The  ether  voice  called  her  name  in  her 
right  ear.  "Miss  Lang."  She  stepped  and  turned  to  Mr. 
HalL  "Miss  Lang,  I  know  this  is  new  to  you,  and  we'd 
love  for  you  to  take  it  home  to  practice  sometime,  but  I 
think  you'll  agree,  just  for  today,  mind  you,  we  might 
let  Mrs.  Hall  play  the  special  since  she  already  knows 
it  Just  for  today.  Okay?  That's  a  sweetheart.  Thank 
you."  He  gave  her  the  program  with  the  songs  listed 
and  said  "Just  sit  over  there  when  it's  time  for  the 
dfering,  and  Mrs.  Hall  will  take  it  for  you.  Just  this 
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once. 

From  her  back  perch  where  she  sat  shelling  purple 
hulls,  Birdie  could  see  the  chicken  yard  her  father  had 
built  so  long  ago.  Some  cf  the  posts  were  rotted  and 
broken  eff  at  the  ground,  and  the  wire  now  did  the  jcb  cf 
holding  the  pests  instead  cf  the  other  way  around.  She 
could  see  the  fig  trees  he  had  planted,  and  the  garden 
spot  he  had  cultivated.  All  she  had  in  the  garden  now 
was  the  small  pea  patch  and  a  few  tomato  plants. 

Bitties  roamed  the  yard  outside  the  fence.  That's 
something  he  never  would  have  allowed.  But  there 
weren't  any  dogs  around  any  more,  and  besides,  it 
seemed  only  he  should  fix  his  fence  if  it  needed  fixing. 
But  he  was  dead,  had  been  dead  and  buried  for  fourteen 
years  and  sixty-two  days. 

Birdie  could  hear  the  cars  whizzing  by  on  the  way 
to  Wdnesday  night  prayer  meeting.  Wdnesdays  were 
the  worst  for  her.  There  wouldn't  be  any  special  music, 
and  so  there  was  no  real  reason  for  her  not  to  go  and 
play  her  piano,  but  she  felt  tired.  Maybe  she  should  be 
getting  ready  for  the  service.  It  was  a  strange  feeling,  not 
to  get  ready,  not  putting  her  hair  into  a  bun,  pulling  on 
a  freshly  ironed  dress,  and  black  low  heels.  But  the 
image  cf  Mrs.  Hall  sitting  at  her  piano,  and  playing  so 
beautifully,  caused  her  stomach  to  go  cdd.  She  was 
tired.   F  it  weren't  for  the  noisy  sighs  she  let  out  every 
few  minutes,  she  wondered  if  she  would  be  breathing  at 
all.  The  chickens  were  scratching  in  the  dust  for  any 
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kind  cf  morsel. 

"Lock  at  that,  Birdie,"  her  father  had  told  her  when 
she  was  a  Kttle  girl.  "Do  you  see  that  chicken  with  his 
feet  on  backwards?"  She  had  gotten  down  on  her  all 
fours  to  see  the  backwards  feet,  and  finally,  realizing 
that  he  was  teasing  her  again,  she  waited,  turning  to 
lock  into  the  rough,  country-gentle  face,  for  the  rest  cf 
the  jcke.  "See  how  they  scratch  and  back  up?  If  their 
feet  was  turned  around,  they  could  scratch  right  to  their 
beaks;  wouldn't  have  to  back  up  to  eat  at  all." 

She  heard  the  car  on  the  gravel  in  the  front  yard 
and  ignored  it.  She  heard  the  door  slam,  and  ignored 
that  too.  Someone  was  calling  for  her.  It  was  Sadie.  She 
didn't  answer.  The  car  backed  out  and  left.  She  jumped 
when  Sadie's  voice  said  There  you  are." 

Sadie  was  walking  around  the  corner  cf  the  house. 
Birdie  kept  shelling  peas,  snapping  the  ends,  pulling  the 
umbilical  away  from  the  pod,  and  pushing  out  the  peas 
with  a  purple  thumb  so  they  either  jumped  or  fell  into 
the  aluminum  wash  pan  on  her  lap. 

"Got  another  bowl?"  Sadie  made  her  way  up  the 
steps  and  pulled  a  chair  across  the  porch  to  where  Birdie 
sat. 

"Don't  recall  asking  for  no  help." 

"Who  said  anything  about  helping?  I  came  over  for  a 
mess  cf  peas."  Sadie  pulled  the  chair  around  in  front  cf 
Birdie  and  sat  so  their  knees  were  touching,  and  grabbed 
a  handful  cf  the  purple  hulls  and  began  snapping  and 
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shucking  peas  into  the  washbowl.  R>r  several  minutes, 
the  only  sound  was  the  scft,  almost  silent  thunk  <f  peas 
hitting  peas. 

IF  Sadie  hadn't  spcken,  no  words  would  have  passed 
between  them.  "Birdie,  they're  all  asking  about  you 
down  at  church.  ¥>u  ve  been  on  the  prayer  list. 
Everybody  thinks  you're  sick."  Birdie  just  shelled.  "They 
asked  me  to  check  on  you.  Said  nobody  ever 
remembered  you  missing  two  Sundays  in  a  row." 

Birdie  s  long  fingers  drifted  down  to  the  pile  cf  peas 
and  lay  still.  Sadie  finished  what  was  in  her  hands,  and 
she  quit  too. 

"My  daddy  preached  to  these  people,"  Birdie  said 
quietly.  "I  still  have  his  Bible.  The  one  with  his  notes  in 
it.  I  kept  his  best  suit.  Buried  him  in  the  grey  one.  He 
never  liked  it  as  much  as  the  black  one.  It's  in  his 
closet." 

She  locked  at  Sadie,  but  the  eyes  were  beyond 
focusing  on  something  so  simple  as  the  present.  "My 
playing  was  always  good  enough  for  him.  He  loved  to 
hear  me  play.  Used  to  stand  and  listen  to  me  while  I 
practiced.  Sometimes  he  would  sing,  but  not  cften.  Said 
he'd  rather  hear  me  play  the  songs  uncluttered."  Again 
she  sighed  one  cf  the  long,  noisy  sighs,  and  began 
shelling  again.  "He  bought  the  piano.  Bought  it  and  had 
it  delivered  so  I  could  have  a  nice  instrument  to  play  for 
his  congregation." 

They  shelled  in  silence  until  the  sound  cf  the  car  in 
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the  drive  out  front  beckoned  Sadie. 

Tm  the  one  put  the  plaque  on.  With  my  own 
hands."  She  stepped  shelling  again,  and  locked  at  the 
purple  fingers. 

"Wll  be  here  for  you  Sunday  morning.  Be  ready, 
ckay?"  Sadie  stood  and  waited  for  a  moment,  then  put 
the  chair  back  where  she  had  found  it.  She  left  the  way 
she  had  come. 

Birdie  went  into  the  house  with  the  peas,  dumped 
them  into  the  clean  porcelain  sink,  and  went  to  bed.  She 
lay  there  in  the  dark,  and  thought  about  banana  nut 
bread.  She  loved  banana  nut  bread,  and  baked  a  couple 
cf  loaves  every  few  weeks.  She  kept  them  under  a 
dishtowel  on  the  cabinet,  cutting  a  slice  when  the  desire 
hit  her.  When  she  had  the  trouble  with  her  gums,  she 
had  bated  a  couple  without  the  nuts,  and  never  finished 
eating  even  the  first  one.  But  she  had  gotten  her  gums 
fixed. 

Sunday  mailing  Birdie  was  up  at  sunrise.  She  cut  a 
piece  cf  banana  nut  bread  and  poured  a  glass  if  milk,  but 
didn't  finish  either.  The  clothes  were  pressed  and  laid 
out  for  her,  but  she  didn't  dress,  and  at  nine -thirty  she 
still  had  on  her  nightgown.  Hankin  and  Sadie  would  be 
there  shortly,  and  expect  her  to  be  ready  for  Sunday 
Schcxi.  She  hung  the  clothes  in  the  closet,  and  put  on  a 
simple  print  dress,  and  the  large  straw  bonnet  she  used 
to  protect  her  head  from  the  sun  when  she  worked  the 
garden.  The  dd  tool  shed  out  back  would  be  a  good 
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place  to  hide  until  they  left,  and  if  they  found  her  here 
she  would  simply  be  locking  for  a  hoe.  Or  a  hammer  to 
fix  the  chicken  fence. 

She  heard  the  car  pull  up,  but  stuck  to  her  plan  cf 
pretending  to  be  busy.  "I  got  to  fix  this  fence,"  she  tdd 
Sadie. 

"I  understand,"  Sadie  said,  and  she  waited  back 
around  the  house  to  where  Hankin  waited  in  the  car. 
Birdie  got  a  short  glimpse  cf  the  car  as  it  disappeared 
beyond  the  tree  line  on  the  way  to  church. 

When  the  sound  cf  the  car  had  faded,  she  turned 
back  and  locked  at  the  fence.  I  do  have  to  fix  the  fence, 
she  thought.  I  wonder  what  Daddy  would  say  if  he 
knew  I  had  let  it  go  down.  She  thought  about  banana 
nut  bread.  What  if  she  had  not  gotten  her  gums  fixed. 
Wmld  it  have  been  so  bad  not  to  have  the  nuts?  "I 
could  ve  got  used  to  it,"  she  said  aloud.  She  put  the 
hammer  back  on  the  shelf  in  the  tod  shed  and  walked 
back  to  the  house.  She  stepped  in  the  kitchen  and 
locked  at  the  half-eaten  bread.  She  pulled  the  plate  over 
and  studied  it.  The  nuts  were  hardly  visible,  just  a 
corner  cf  a  nugget  here  and  there.  She  tock  the  fork  in 
her  hand  and  began  breaking  the  bread  apart  into 
crumbs,  raking  out  the  broken  meat  cf  the  nuts  into  one 
pile,  and  the  brown  pulp  cf  the  bread  into  another. 
When  she  finished,  she  locked  at  the  two  piles,  not 
understanding  what  had  come  over  her.  The  pile  cf  nuts 
was  so  small.  Barely  enough  to  fill  a  teaspoon.  She 
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nibbled  at  the  bread  crumbs  while  pondering  the  nuts. 

She  still  felt  tired.  Maybe  a  walk  was  what  she 
needed.  A  walk  down  the  road  lite  she  used  to  take 
with  her  Daddy.  She  went  into  her  room  and  tock  out 
the  Sunday  clothes,  and  dressed.  Maybe  a  walk  toward 
the  church,  maybe  step  in  and  watch  the  service  from  the 
back  pew.  She  put  her  hair  into  the  familiar  bun,  picked 
up  the  Bible  on  the  nightstand,  and  waited,  head  held 
high,  out  <f  the  room,  out  the  front  door,  and  back  into 
the  morning  sun. 


Car  Times 

by  James  Hunter 
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Snapshots/Mary  Nelson 

Lock  at  how 

tiny 

we  are  in  the 

pictures 

cf  our  family 

and  how  our  lives 

are  somehow  focused. 

God-  how  elevated 

the  camera  must  ve 

been  at  that  fixed- 

moment- 

gazing  down 

on  our  smiling,  glaring 

ruddy  little  faces. 

it's  simply 

incredible 

that  we  were  so 

small  and 

rigid 

especially  when 

I  measure  myself 

to  be  so  tall. 
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Green  Army  Tbnk  At  Central  FwrkfThomas  Zimmerman 

They  tdd  me 

It  weighed  a  million  pounds 

And  saved  the  world 

From  the  enemy 

Their  procf  was  an  empty  shell 

They  tdd  me 

It  fought  in  a  dozen  wars 

And  stepped  Satan  itself 

At  the  pearly  gates 

I  touched  the  hde  in  its  side 

They  tdd  me 

It  was  my  job  to  fight 

And  defend  freedom 

Rr  its  hdy  sake 

But  that  Spirit  never  came 


circuit/Sub-Zero  Permafrost 

the  inside  cf  you  is  a  nested  loop 

my  actions  digitally  predestined  to  repeat  forever 

digital  delay 

display 

cf  limbs 

and  love 
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Manic  Incognito/Ketfy  Kingrey 

Alone  in  the  darkness, 
Caged  like  a  skittish  animal 
By  the  chambers  <f  the  slumbering, 
I  note  the  warped  boards 
The  chipped  wallpaper 
In  the  steps 

From  the  table  to  the  sink 
And  back  again, 
Again,  again 

The  tearful  plop 
Of  water  from  the  faucet 
Syncopates  the  shuffling  feet. 
The  lyrical  chirping 
Of  unseen  crickets 
Completes  an  eerie  melody- 
Lite  some  mad  jazz  tune 
Within  me 

Rising,  pulsing,  spinning- 
"Until  I  shake  myself 
And  pace  the  floor 
To  step  the  spirals, 
The  energy  in  my  head. 

Finally, 
With  my  body's  numbness 


16 


Wighting  me  to  the  bed, 

I  sleep. 

Midst  feverish  images 

That  pull  absurdity 

T)  the  frayed  edges 

Of  my  conscious. 

I  wakef 

Lite  Alice  Through  the  Locking  Glass, 

Wmdering  at  the  brief  hours 

That  held  my  fantasmic 

Days  cf  dream. 

I  stumble  through  the  morning  light 
%  stare  in  disbelief 
At  the  stranger  in  the  mirror, 
Splash  my  face 
And  blink  the  stinging  from  my  eyes. 

Rrbidden  are  all  the  tears, 
Dread  rivers  cf  truth, 
That  erode  my  lying  smile, 
Drown  the  laughter 
Planted  in  my  voice 
And  threaten  to  leave  me  bare 
Before  the  world 
With  only  the  wildness 
In  my  eyes. 
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"Straights*  Are  "Homosexuals"  Tool/David  Herrell 

It  has  been  said  that  language  shapes  the  way  an 
individual  thinks.  By  extension,  language  forms  cdlective 
thought,  or,  in  other  words,  social  consciousness. 
Language  reflects  the  attitudes  and  beliefs  cf  a  given 
society.  By  examining  certain  terms  that  define 
individuals  or  groups  cf  individuals,  one  can  see  how  a 
society  views  and  "understands"  these  individuals. 
However,  if  an  individual  or  group  chooses  the  terms  by 
which  it  wishes  to  be  identified,  any  terms  formerly 
imposed  by  society  should  and  must  be  discarded. 
Society's  general  use  cf  the  word  "homosexual"  to 
identify  those  individuals  who  are  attracted  to  members 
cf  their  own  gender  fits  well  within  that  context. 
"Homosexual"  is  used  in  reference  to  both  genders,  and 
to  any  sexual,  but  not  necessarily  emotional,  liaisons 
between  members  cf  the  same  gender.  "Lesbian"  and 
"gay"  have  been  the  contemporary  terms  most  widely 
used  by  individuals  who  identify  themselves  as 
"oriented"  to  same-sex  love.  The  terms  "lesbian"  and 
"gay"  are  self-identifying  and  self-defined  terms  and 
therefore  must  be  used  in  lieu  cf  "homosexual." 

There  have  been,  throughout  history,  many  different 
words  to  describe  same-sex  eroticism.  Ibr  women  who 
are  erotically  attracted  to  other  women,  there  have  been 
far  fewer  terms  than  for  their  male  counterparts.  The 
most  common  have  been  "lesbian"  and  "sapphist,"  both  cf 
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which  have  basically  the  same  origin.  The  Greek  island 
cf  Lesbos  was  home-in-exile  to  the  poetess  Sappho,  who 
has  been  historically  regarded   as  one  cf  the  most 
celebrated  writers  to  praise  female  "homosexuality." 
Another  lesser  known  term,  "gynaecotrcpe,"  was  coined 
by  Kurt  Hiller  in  1946  along  with  the  male  term 
"andrctrcpe."1  Almost  all  other  noteworthy  terms  have 
encompassed  both  sexes,  such  as  "homogenic"  and 
"homcphile."'  The  most  widely  used  blanket  term, 
however,  is  undoubtedly  "homosexual."  There  are  many 
problems  with  the  use  cf  "homosexual"  as  a  socially 
identifying  term,  the  meanings  it  connotates,  and  the 
etymdogy  cf  the  term  itself. 

In  the  essay  "Lesbian  Separatism:  The  linguistic  and 
Social  Sources  cf  Separatist  Iblitics,"  Julia  Stanley  says: 

There  is  a  myth  that  we  have  to  destrcy.  The  myth, 
constructed  by  psychologists  and  psychiatrists,  that 
there  is  such  a  thing  as  "homosexuality."  Those  who 
wish  to  maintain  the  myth  promote  "homosexuality" 
as  a  "generic"  term  for  same  sex  love,  as  though 
there  were  no  qualitative  differences.3 

Stanley  clearly  points  out  some  cf  the  major  problems 
and  inaccuracies  encountered  by  emplcying  the  term 
"homosexual."  The  mo6t  important  problem  is  what  some 
members  cf  society  would  call  the  "gender  blindness"  cf 
the  term.  "Homosexual"  is  in  fact  sexually  neutralizing. 
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Its  application  to  both  sexes  ignores  and  outright  denies 
any  qualitative  differences  between  female  and  male 
sexuality.  Indeed  given  the  patriarchal  context  cf  modern 
society,  this  term  has  taken  on  masculine  overtones.  T) 
automatically  include  "lesbians "  under  this  term  once 
again  renders  "lesbians"  invisible  and  continues  the 
subordination  cf  women  to  men. 

Society  also  vaguely  defines  physical  and  erotic 
attraction  to  the  same  gender  as  "homosexual."  In  his 
ground-breaking  study  cf  "gay"  history,  Christianity. 
Social  Tolerance,  and  Homosexuality.  Jchn  Boswell 
discusses  the  social  nature  cf  what  it  means  to  be 
"homosexual":  "The  word  "homosexual"  implicitly 
suggests  that  the  primary  distinguishing  characteristic  cf 
gay  people  is  their  sexuality."*  There  is  no  reasonable 
evidence  to  justify  such  a  definition.  %  identify  an 
individual  sdely  on  sexual  practices  ignores  the  greater 
portion  cf  love  and  affection.  Not  only  does  the  term 
"homosexual"  deny  emotionally-based  attraction,  the  use 
cf  "heterosexual"  denies  the  same  portion  of  human 
experience  for  "straights." 

Linguistically,  the  word  "homosexual"  is  an  artificial 
construction.  It  was  created  in  1869  by  Karl  Kertbeny, 
who  used  it  in  a  pamphlet  (which  he  published 
anonymously)  arguing  for  the  repeal  cf  Prussia's  anti- 
"homosexual"  laws.6   BcHwell  tells  us  cf  the  term's  true 
meaning:  "Compounded  macaronically  cf  a  Greek  prefix 
and  a  Latin  root,  its  most  obvious  meaning  is  'cf  one  sex' 
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(as  homogeneous,'  'cf  one  kind').'6  It  is  accurate  to  use  the 
words  "homosexual"  and  "heterosexual"  to  describe  a 
sexual  act  or  relationship,  but  not  to  describe  an 
individual:  a  "homosexual"  is,  by  definition,  a  person  cf 
one  sex.  Does  this  mean  a  "heterosexual"  is  a  person  "cf 
different  sexes"?  Using  the  true  definition  cf 
"homosexual"  would  lead  many  persons  to  logically 
conclude  that  all  members  cf  society,  excepting 
"hermaphrodites,"  are  "homosexual."  This  paradox  also 
invites  debate  between  what  differences  exist  between 
"heterosexual"  persons  and  "hermaphroditic"  persons.  It 
should  be  noted  that  the  term  "heterosexual"  appeared  in 
the  late  nineteenth  century  after  the  penning  cf 
"homosexual"  and  originally  referred  to  persons  attracted 
to  both  sexes-what  society  today  calls  "bisexual."7  The 
choice  cf  an  alternative  identifying  name  belongs  to  them. 
However,  alternatives  to  the  shortcomings  cf 
"homosexual"  are  offered  by  the  terms  "lesbian"  and 
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gay. 

Many  "homosexuals"  now  prefer  to  be  identified  as 
"lesbian"  or  "gay,"  indeed,  the  "Homcphile  Movement" 
has  given  way  to  "Gay  liberation,"  and  more  recently 
"Lesbian  and  Gay  Rights."  The  word  "gay"  is  certainly 
not  a  new  addition  to  the  English  language  although 
much  cf  the  modern  connotation  is.  In  fact,  "gay"  or  "gai" 
is  now  widely  used  in  French,  Dutch,  Danish,  German, 
Japanese,  Swedish,  and  among  the  English-speaking 
upper  classes  cf  many  cosmopolitan  areas  in  other 
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countries.8  In  spite  cf  those  writers  who  still  exclusively 
use  the  term  "homosexual,"  the  words  continue  to  gain 
much  wider  usage,  especially  in  academic  circles. 

The  most  important  reason  to  use  the  terms  lesbian" 
and  "gay"  is  that  they  are  self-identifying.  The  original 
meaning  cf  "gay,"  "happy,"  is  a  very  positive  term  for  a 
group  which  has  traditionally  been  oppressed,  sometimes 
to  the  point  cf  execution.  However,  its  modern 
application  by  an  individual  to  describe  himself  implies 
more  than  the  simple  sexual  "orientation"  cf 
"homosexual."  In  some  cases,  "gay"  describes  a  lifestyle, 
but  generally  it  is  helpful  in  expressing  the  more 
emotional  and  cerebral  sides  cf  love  and  eroticism  which 
seem  invalidated  in  the  clinical  sound  cf  "homosexual." 
The  use  cf  "gay"  also  helps  to  clarify  any  obscurities 
found  by  using  "homosexual"  as  personally  identifying. 
Ifor  instance,  how  many  same-sex  encounters  must  a 
person  have  before   society  deems  "homosexual"  an 
appropriate  label?  Some  would  say  one  encounter  or 
merely  even  fantasizing  about  such  acts.  But  how  many 
cf  those  same  people  who  participate  in  "homosexual" 
activity  while  incarcerated  "homosexual?"  It  is  clearly 
the  individual  s  responsibility  to  choose  his  or  her  own 
terms  cf  identification,  not  society's. 
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Artmakmg/lovemakiiig/  Sub-Zero  Permafrost 

is  a  completely  giving  listening  playful  state  whcse  one 
trick  is  losing  completely  consciousness  cf  what  one  is 
doing,  intends  to  do  (these  things  dont  really  matter  as 
ends,  aint  the  point:  masterpieces,  penetration,  orgasm) 
while  arriving  at  these  ends  naturally,  neither  caring 
about  nor  remembering  their  former  importance,  but 
living  in  stop  action-dream  with  movement/thought 
combustible  fluid. 


Crystal  s  Ma&c/Geoiye  Spaulding 

Crisp,  cod,  and  windy  with  a  slight  chance  cf  snow 
was  forecast  this  December  morning.   My  girlfriend, 
Crystal,  and  I  were  on  our  way  to  the  mall  to  window 
shop  and  experience  the  various  jcys  that  the  Christmas 
season  brings.   On  our  way  to  the  car,  Crystal  picked  up 
a  small  handful  cf  saddle  brown  pine  needles  mixed 
carelessly  together  with  some  burnt  orange  oak  leaves 
and  threw  them  at  me.   Before  I  could  get  her  back,  she 
scampered  in  the  car,  speedily  acquiring  refuge.  When  I 
climbed  into  the  car,  she  cffered  me  one  cf  her  cute, 
spoiled  grins  as  she  said,  "Let  s  go." 

I  started  up  the  car,  letting  the  engine  rev  for  a 
moment  or  two  so  it  could  warm  up.   On  our  way  to  the 
mall,  Crystal  kept  trying  to  call  my  attention  to  the 
mammoth  creations  cf  plastic  that  adorned  the  lawns  we 
passed.   I  was  already  in  the  Christmas  spirit,  but  by 
the  time  we  arrived  at  the  mall,  I  felt  like  a  young  bey 
being  tucked  into  bed  before  the  big  day  cf  candy  canes, 
presents,  and  honey-glazed  ham. 

At  the  mall,  we  waited  through  the  maze  cf  people, 
Crystal's  tiny  hand  cupped  in  mine  to  make  sure  that 
any  inadvertent  bump  from  a  passerby  would  net 
separate  us.  W  passed  by  a  choir  cf  grade  school 
children  singing  cards,  and  we  stepped  for  a  moment  so  I 
could  relearn  the  lyrics  to  "FrcBty  the  Snowman." 
Crystal  later  sang  the  song  to  me  on  the  way  home  in 
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her  scft,  petite  voice,  giggling  when  I  joined  in  and 
missed  a  whde  stanza.   Several  shops  invited  us  in  with 
neon  signs  or  tinsel-strung  display  cases.   Crystal's  five- 
foot,  one -hundred  and  two  pound  body  tensed  up  and 
glared  at  me  when  I  tried  to  play  football  with  her  in  the 
tcy  store.   I  glared  back  when  she  paraded  me  through 
the  ladies'  accessories  aisle  to  try  on  some  smooth 
leather  gloves. 

Getting  a  little  tired  from  shcp-hcpping  and  having 
our  minds  set  on  large  mugs  cf  hot  chocolate  laced  with 
miniature  marshmallows,  we  started  back  across  the  mall 
en  route  to  the  car.   Passing  by  Santa's  workshop  where 
kids  were  in  a  snake-like  line  -  parents  at  their  sides, 
insisting  to  their  uncooperative  children  that  these 
pictures  must  be  taken  in  order  to  have  their  private 
wishes  granted  -  Crystal  caught  sight  cf  a  baby  she  just 
had  to  talk  to.   It  was  then  that  I  felt  the  very  essence 
cf  her  being,  and  I  overflowed  with  pride.  As  she  bent 
over  to  get  a  closer  lock  at  the  toddler,  she  flipped  her 
long,  brown  hair  that  flows  like  a  flag  in  a  brisk  wind, 
scft  as  cotton,  and  shiny  as  a  new  copper  penny,  to  the 
side  to  avoid  the  child's  face.  As  she  made  little  squeaky 
noises,   I  tock  a  step  back  so  I  could  lock  into  her 
emerald  green  eyes.   Her  eyes  were  intriguing: 
intriguing  like  a  mysterious  ocean,  or  as  beautiful  as 
newly  set  gems.   Observing  her  features  is  lite  viewing  a 
porcelain  ddl  in  a  display  case:  pale,  smooth,  and  firm 
with  subtle  hints  cf  blush  about  the  face.   Her  delicate 


lips  contorted  many  ways  in  an  attempt  to  evcke 
response  from  the  newborn. 

While  cruising  home,  my  mind  wondered  on  the 
magic  miracle  <f  being  alive,  and  the  grace  cf  our  great 
mater  that  allowed  my  heart  to  beat  and  cress  paths 
with  Crystal's  beating  heart.   Pulling  into  the  driveway, 
my  sweetheart  jarred  the  door  cpen  enough  to  let  the 
crisp,  cool  wind  hit  me.   As  we  trudged  up  the  walkway, 
I  directed  her  attention  to  the  light  display  on  the  house 
acrcss  the  street.  When  she  turned  to  lock,  I  stepped  to 
her  side  and  gently  tossed  her  into  a  pile  cf  raked-up 
leaves.   She  gave  me  a  "kiss  me"  pout  lock  as  I  jumped 
in  after  her.   I  really  miss  Crystal,  and  can  only  imagine 
her  at  home,  skipping,  running,  and  dancing  acrcss  life's 
pages. 


Your  Prescription  for  Love  Affliction/Dr.  Masseuse 

Oodles  cf  poodles 

snap  newly  greened  barks 

they  bark 

in  the  park 

at  the  freshly-fished  sharks. 
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dont  pray  with  your  food/Sub-Zero  Permafrost 

do  you  desire  the  chocdate  messiah  or 
the  hostess™  with  the  mo6tess 

COFFEE! 
COFFEE! 
COFFEE! 
don 't  believe  the  hype 

donitts! 

(a  veritable  junior  achievement's  "Alice  s  restaurant! 

> 

"you  can  get 

anything 

you 

want 

at..." 

eat  me 

eat  me 

eat  me 

and  share  the  prophets! 

% 

hype. 

HOT!HOT!HOT!:.50 

ice-ice  baby:.75 

its  the  opposite  of  mellow,  man. 
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Summer-town,  part  one/  Lucia  Greaves 

do  you  feel  the  killing  heat, 

the  ratting  meat  festering 
on  this  farthest  road 

see  the  rising  steam 

no  fever  dream  cf  broiling 
black-top  corpse  garbage  cans,  dying 

lands,  trucks  and  trains, 

trains  are  coming:  do  you  hear 
the  roar?  The  deathly  roar 

cf  thunder  skies,  hooves  cf  horses,  sharp 
as  lies,   quarter  horses  on  the  fields 

trampling  all  the 
blackened-green        the  black-eyed  crqps 
yellow  ears,  sweet  orange  yams 
grown  to  feed  the  W5rld. 
concept  gone  - 

gone  the  rain,  melted  when  it  touched 
the  ground  -     blackened  grass  Tire-ate" 

glutton  flames  tock  the  summer 
rye  too  quick,  too  fast 

-  there  wasn't  time  to  stand 
and  watch, 

it  swallowed  whde, 
it  roared  for  more, 
rye  grass  fields,  clover  hills  - 

we  sat  and  watched  and  thought  cf  stars 
but  never  dreamt  to  reach  them, 
hdd  them, 
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not  until  I  left... 

Summer-town,  part  two 

I  can't  return        can't  escape 

tethered  to  the  blackened  green 

tied  -  by  hay  rcpe  to  toothless 
dogs  and  mothy  aunts 

by  pony-tails  to  worm- 
wood barns. 

Let  me  go,  ancient  brown! 
Tumble  down, 
let  me  go! 

Summer  town,  part  three 

I  remember: 

a  child,  five,  could  always  find 
shining  castles,  Camelot, 
any  romance  now 
forgotten,  lost  forever  now. 

at  fifteen,  could  find  natural  sin 
behind  these  barns, 
we  were  sworn  to  ever  never  secrecy, 
wild  children,  weeds  were  sown, 

-  didn't  want  to  leave  this 
home. 

Let  me  go, 

take  my  chance  - 
I  didn't  think  my  soul  would  break. 
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Project  Girl 

by  Sub-Zero  ftrmafrcst 
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Memories  in  Series/Thomas  Zimmerman 

•Once* 

"HOOK  him  right  'tween  the  eyes  and  string  it 
through  the  butt'de"  said  Grandpa  Rcbbins.  T>mmy 
locked  as  he  grabbed  the  little  black  cricket  and  put  the 
point  cf  the  hock  near  his  head.  "Just  like  this."  And 
with  one  quick  motion  the  bug  curved  and  hung  from  the 
hock  and  Tommy  saw  its  strong  legs  still  kicking 
between  his  Grandpa  massive  fingers.  And  a  little  later 
red  and  white  bcbbed  up  and  down  between  two  forked 
sticks  in  the  water. 

"Pull  it  up!  Pull  it  up!"  And  T>mmy  raised  the  pde 
and  there  it  was.  No  bigger  than  Grandpa's  hand. 
"Aw.. .you  gotta  good  un."  And  they  laughed. 

"16ur  mamma's  gonna  be  mighty  proud  when  you  go 
back  to  the  city.  Hell  if  I  ain't  gonna  make  a  fisherman 
out  cf  you  fore  the  end  cf  summer.  First  fish  and  you 
ain't  but  six  years  ole."  Tommy's  hand  carefully  reached 
toward  the  bouncing  bream.  "Come  on,  it  ain't  gone  bite 
you."  So  he  grabbed  the  bream  and  held  it  tightly 
between  his  two  tiny  hands  and  against  his  chest. 
T^mmy  could  feel  its  strong  muscles  trying  to  part  his 
hand  in  quick  spasms.  The  fish  fit  perfectly  into 
Grandpa's  hand  and  with  one  quick  motion  the  bare 
hock  shined  in  the  sun. 

"Wmder  how  Mamma's  making  out  at  the  big  house." 
He  locked  over  his  shoulder  and  shifted  left  and  right  to 
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lock  through  a  do^en  pines  to  see  if  she  was  between 
the  big  house  and  the  ice  house.  "I'm  gonna  run  to  Mrs. 
Barney  s,"  he  pointed  to  the  big  white  house  through  the 
trees,  "and  see  if  your  grandmother  needs  my  help 
carrying  the  canned  foods  in  the  house."  As  he  was 
leaving  he  locked  back  and  said  "now  you  need  to  be 
careful,  and  don't  break  Mamma's  Barney  Me;  the  dd 
man  give  to  to  her  Tore  he  died." 

Tommy's  eye's  followed  Grandpa  all  the  way  to  the 
house.  When  he  turned  around,  the  tip  <f  the  pde  was 
in  the  water  and  red  and  white  was  bouncing  up  and 
down.  He  raised  the  pde  and  there  it  was.  The  shiny 
bare  hock. 

Just  as  he  was  about  to  push  the  chrome  point 
between  the  little  black  eyes  and  out  the  end  in  one 
quick  motion,  someone  startled  him.  "Hey,  what  you 
doin'  in  my  Grandpappy's  pond?"  The  bey  was  half  a 
foot  shorter  than  T&mmy  and  had  bright  red  curls.  T>mmy 
pointed  to  the  big  house  behind  the  trees  to  where  his 
Grandpa  and  Grandma  were.  He  thought  he  would 
understand.  "What  you  saying?  Huh,  can't  you  talk?" 

"My  Granny's  nursing  the  dd  lady  that  lives  in  that 
house."  Again  T>mmy  pointed  to  the  big  white  house. 

"Did  ya  know  my  Grandpappy  died?  Did  ya?  I 
earned  to  see  him  when  he  was  dead.  I  earned  all  the 
way  from  New  Jcycee."  Trnimy  shook  his  head  and 
raised  the  shiny  point  again  to  the  shiny  black  head.  He 
felt  the  strong  legs  push  out  between  his  two  small 
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fingers   and  it  fell  in  the  grass. 

"I  gonna  get  it,"  said  the  little  curly  red  headed  bey 
with  bright  yellow  shoe  strings.  He  jumped  and  turned 
over  the  mesh  wire  cricket  hdder.  It  slowly  began  rolling 
down  the  small  levee  and  towards  the  water.  Tommy 
tried  to  catch  it,  but  he  was  still  holding  the  line  and  the 
hock  peked  his  index  finger. 

The  little  red  headed  bey  laughed  and  Tommy's  eyes 
fdlowed  him  all  the  way  back  to  the  big  house.  When 
he  turned  around,  he  saw  five  crickets  floating  and 
kicking  their  legs  and  moving  in  different  directions.  He 
sat  and  squeezed  his  index  finger  until  it  was  purple  and 
blood  came. 

THE  BOAT  AND  THE  WATOR* 

TWO  flags  were  stretched  tight  and  tiny  drops  cf 
water  jumped  from  the  river  and  splashed  on  the  face  cf 
the  nine  year  dd.  Behind  him  were  two  stories  cf  white 
and  grey  riveted  iron  that  led  up  to  a  glass  room  where 
the  ferry  driver  locked  down  and  smiled  and  blew  the 
horn  when  the  big  boat  was  about  to  land  or  leave. 
Below  and  behind  were  two  great  big  yellow  engines 
that  made  the  Mississippi  water  tear  and  churn  behind 
the  boat.  Sometimes  when  they  would  come,  the  cars 
would  not  be  parted  so  close,  and  he  could  lock  down 
the  small  oval  hdes  at  the  base  cf  the  wall  and  see  the 
huge  engines  and  the  little  bald  man  sitting  in  a  wooden 
chair  reading  the  newspaper. 
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The  sign  said  "LIFE  JACKETS  TO  BE  USED  IN 
CASE  OF  EMERGENCY:  CONTAINS  20."  His  mother's 
husband,  who  was  net  his  father,  said  "It  sure  is  nice  out 
here.  So  free  and  so  strong."  But  she  didn't  hear  him 
because  the  wind  blew  hard  and  the  water  churned  and 
the  engines  roared  and  vibrated  under  her  feet.  But  the 
bey  heard.  So  he  climbed  between  them  and  clc6ed  his 
eyes  and  let  the  wind  blow  and  the  water  splash  his 
face  even  more. 

On  the  way  home,  the  mother  cf  the  nine  year  dd 
said,  "It  sure  was  nice  out  there.  There  was  such  a  sense 
cf  freedom."  The  man,  who  was  a  not  the  bey's  father, 
agreed.  "W  ought  to  do  fun  things  lite  this  more  cften." 

THE  DOG* 

"GE...OTTA  here  dog"  screamed  Tommy  s  Grandpa. 
"The  cursed,  damnded,  and  flea-in-a-fested  animals.  Just 
let  me  catch  um  and  111  haul  umeff.  I  swear  it,  you  hear 
that  Mamma,  I'm  gonna  haul  um  df.  Man  who's  worked 
all  his  life  and  raised  ten  kids  ought  not  have  to  put  up 
with  all  these  damn-ded  animals  always  underfoot.  ¥>u 
he  ir  that,  Mamma? " 

"Wll,  do  you  want  me  to  catch  them  for  you?"  asked 
the  eleven  year  old  in  a  sdl  voice. 

"Hell,  bey,  you  got  forty  acres  a  mowed  pasture  to 
run  around  on,  do  whatever  you  want  to  do.  Now  get 
on  out  from  under  me  so  I  can  finish  my  work." 

Five  minutes  later  his  grandmother  came  running  out 
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cf  the  house  because  he  had  noosed  the  hind  leg  cf  one 
cf  the  dogs  with  a  red  fish  stringer.  The  cries  cf  the  dog 
and  the  bowl  cf  the  dog  food  in  the  driveway  explained 
the  entire  event. 

"T>mmy!  Are  ya  crazy?  What  ya  think  ya  doing 
running  that  dog  around  in  circles  like  that?  Don't  ya 
know  a  dog  that  big  can  bite  ya  leg  cff?  Do  you  want 
me  to  send  you  back  to  the  city  before  August?" 

"But  Grandpa  said..." 

"Grandpa  nothing,  ya  ought  to  have  more  sense  than 
to  do  such  a  thing." 

THEHSET 

IN  one  quick  and  smooth  motion  the  six  inch  black 
worm  flew  through  the  air  and  fell  against  a  log  and  slid 
cff  without  a  wake  into  the  deep  water.  'Tommy,  I  just 
bet  we're  gonna  catch  the  hell  out  cf  um  today.  Lock  at 
the  water,  it's  so  black."  And  Jchnny  reached  into  the 
ice  chest  on  the  middle  boat  seat  and  pulled  out  a 
slippery  can  cf  beer  on  the  middle  boat  seat  while  his 
black  worm  sank  slowly  into  the  deep  water. 

T>mmy  pulled  one  artificial  worm  out  cf  the  plastic 
seek  and  pushed  the  point  cf  the  bass  hock  through 
about  an  inch  and  a  half.  Then  he  pulled  it  out  just 
enough  and  stuck  it  back  through  in  one  quick  motion 
until  it  hung  still  between  his  two  fingers. 
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AUGUST* 

The  seventeen  year  dd  sat  on  the  front  porch  with 
his  Uncle  T>m  and  Uncle  Buck  and  Uncle  Danny  and  the 
rest  cf  his  grandmother's  brothers  and  sisters.  And  they 
laughed. 

Uncle  Buck  said,  "16u  know  Aunt  LaPrelle  s  house 
done  got  brcke  in  again.  Its  a  shame  they  can't  keep 
someone  in  it,  it's  fallin  apart." 

"Ah...hell,"  said  the  grandfather  cf  the  seventeen  year 
dd,  The  termites  done  eat  out  the  floor.  Ain't  much  (fit 
left  to  steal/ 

"Now  Marvin,  you  know  LaPrelle  and  the  kids  go 
out  there  on  hdidays  and  it's  a  might  painful  for  them  to 
come  home  and  find  all  the  cabinets  emptied"  said  the 
grandmother. 

Uncle  Danny  slapped  the  table  with  his  palm  and 
said,  "Chena,  that  ain't  all  the  way  true,  not  a  bit  cf  the 
ack-o-hd  was  taken.  Txk  the  tunar-fish  and  all  the 
canned  food.  Even  tock  the  damn  floater  out  cf  the 
commode.  But  the  ack-o-hd  was  left  in  the  cabinets." 

"Ain't  nothing  but  that  little  short  and  skinny  txy, 
MoHam,  and  them  damned  black  Bap-tists  living  round 
Rumby  curb,"  said  the  Grandfather.  And  they  laughed. 

♦GO  DOWN* 

"Gra-Maw,  Gra-Maw,  Justin  brcke  the  Barney  Me" 
said  the  short  curly -haired  girl. 
"What?  How?" 
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"He  gettin'  it  out  the  back  <f  P&w-FWs  truck  and 
Angie,  she  shut  the  door,  and  it  got  brcke  cff  in  it." 

"Damn  grandchildren.  That's  the  only  thing  I  had  cf 
the  dd  mans." 

1>mmy  ran  to  see  and  when  he  held  the  pieces  in  his 
grown-up  hands,  he  heard  Grandpa's  "Ge...otta  here  dog. 
Just  let  me  catch  um  and  111  haul  um  cff.  Man  who's 
worked  all  his  life  and  raised  ten  kids  ought  net  have  to 
put  up  with  all  these  damn-ded  animals  underfoot.  ¥>u 
hear  that,  Mamma?" 

And  five  minutes  later  Granny  came  out  and  tdd 
Justin  he  ought  to  know  better  than  running  her  dog 
round  in  circles  lite  that. 


T.V.  Generation/Blank  stare 

by  Madelyn  Boudreaux 
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deep  springs  eternal  (or  how  i  spent  my  summer 
vacation  at  the  deep  springs  kollege  of  karnal 
knowledge)/  Sub-Zero  Permafrost 

the  intellectual  mastication  and  verbal  masturbation  cf 
words  bigger  and  better  than  had  previously  been 
encountered,  there  was  a  prevalent  sense  cf  wrestling 
with  philosophical  demons  and  usage  not  cf  the  proper 
semantical  weaponry,  wounded  egos  were  heard 
howling  at  the  merciless  waning  moon  during  nites  that 
were  void  cf  any  light  (natural,  artificial  or 
psychological). 

we  had  all  come,  albeit  unconsciously,  to  be  serviced 
in  the  abstract,  at  this  self-serve  desert  island  cf  a 
summer-term,   lacking  even  the  luxury  cf  emotional 
novacaine,  we  leaned  back  in  surgical  lazy-bcys  to  have 
our  respective  festering  dogma  cavities  cauterized  in  the 
spartan  reaches  cf  deep  springs  college. 

we  were  not  to  leave  untouched. 

i  washed  dishes  while  invisible  bleach  virus  broached 
the  intricate  but  decidely  lacking  intermdecular  fractal- 
locking  defense  systems  cf  my  hands,   meditating  on  the 
circular  forces  i  created  on  the  greazed,  fork-abraiding 
plastic  with  my  l/    spent  sponge,  i  compared  them  with 
those  cf  micheal  foucault  s  gendulating  pyrcsccpe.   reeling 
under  the  weight  cf  other  s  conflicting  musical  tastes  and 
the  nostalgic  dizziness  engendered  by  circular 
observation,  i  regressed  many  times  resorting  to 
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embarrassingly  dated  (i  was  and  am  not  expiration-wise) 
gender  stereotypes,  broadcasting  an  unsophisticated 
medley  cf  submission,  typesetting  my  own  embarrassing 
head-line  garnering  inabilities  to  live  locking-glass-class- 
close  to  a  body  <f  my  peers,   the  cast  needed  to  house 
such  unhealthy  caste-consciousness,  ch  its  grafitti-strewn 
bulk  would  span  the  tri-state  area  and  several  seceding 
Louisiana  backwoods  republics. 

back  home  in  my  dung-colored  carpet  confines  i 
confronted  many  times  in  the  nocturnal-action-realm  the 
truths  cf  my  fears,   i  nightmare-scaped  for  a  period  cf  2 
weeks,   i  did  not  think  cf  the  evaluation  required  cf  me. 
i  could  not.   i  was  still  unable  to  clear  my  dreams  cf  the 
persons  and  situations  cf  a  summer  with  whom  and 
where  i  considered  myself  unstrong.   our  total  immersion 
social  dcrm-centrifuge-deluge-cruciform  caused  2  weeks 
cf  post  experience  nightmares  and  today  i  find  myself 
completing  the  25  pg.  application  to  it. 

i  still  feel  myself  tremble  under  the  not -here  hands  cf 
small-boned  matchstick  wrists  striking  their  raw  red 
match-head  knuckles  against  my  sandpaper  brow  to 
check  the  temperature,  and  the  10  tiny  cuban  cigar 
fingers  igniting  like  so  many  farts,   my  factorum's 
jaundiced  brow  displayed  the  experience-etched  grooves 
cf  blues  45s,  the  records  cf  a  race's  black-vinyl  misery, 
she  mutely  projected  silent  metaphor-home-movies  from 
the  3rd  eye  just  over  the  sweep  cf  a  beautifully 
diminishing  moncbrow  whc6e  dimunition  was  achieved 
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with  inbred  cross-hatched  hairs,   i  sought  and  found 
comfort  in  the  bleached  mustache  halo  cf  her  upper  lip, 
which  radiated  that  very  specific  and  benign-divine 
quality  cf  a  hirsute  hispanic  s  beatitude,   privately  i 
prayed  to  her  in  effigy,  emphasizing  in  my  prayers  our 
shared  legacy  cf  congenital  cathdicism  and  unsightly 
hair  growth- 

but  again  i  feel  the  births  cf  night  shade  poison 
chancres  on  the  walls  cf  my  stomach  and  i  cry  mewling 
like  a  genetically  doomed  litter  <f  kittens,   sleeping,  i 
wake  to  the  nausea  that  is  no  longer  content  to  house 
itself  in  parasitic  apartments,   leaking  bile,  i  leave  a  trail 
cf  gastro-intestinal-distress-cocktail  burning  a  path 
behind  me.  i  am  made  mid-heavy  with  the  9-month 
knowledge  that  i  am  with  child,  the  many  evil  ulcerfic 
prpgeny  cf  livestock  poison  and  stillborn  romance. 

i  rest  for  many  days  under  the  shade  cf  publicly 
acknowledged  sickness  and  sleeping-sickness  walk 
making  many  friends  on  the  other  side  cf  death  while 
the  concerned  voices  cf  those  in  the  Real  echo  distantly 
down  long-abandoned  high  schod  halls. 

i  abide  for  a  time  in  the  other. 

surfacing  once  at  the  insistence  cf  my  sense  cf 
propriety  and  writing  a  well-received  paper,  i  find 
myself  unable  to  remain  awake  at  my  own  opening 
reception  and  consde  the  spurned  would-be  audience 
with  these  words:  it  is  always  better  to  give  than  to 
receive,  in  the  wake  cf  unwelcome  homosexual  visitors  i 
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tock  my  leave,  washing  myself  in  the  dew  <f  nightshade 
berries,  the  sdanine  slime  df  their  toxic  touch-tidings 
glistening  in  the  intermittent  lights  from  the  highway. 

returned  home  i  watch  the  tails  cf  my  machinations 
eaten  by  their  own  jaws  and  sleep  for  a  thousand 
preordained  years  beneath  a  workshirt  canopy, 
repeatedly  making  representational  drawings  cf  the 
community's  workboots  and  in  between  nightmares  i 
dream. 

A  Thought  in  the  Mind  of  Jane  Sez/Jane  Sez 

These  past  few  years  have  slid  through  me 

cluttering  my  pores  with  madness 

that  collects 

beneath  my  belt. 

My  lipstick  case 

is  whittled  away. 

I'm  not  going  to  wear  it  anymore. 

These  years  have  bled  me  dry, 

but  what  courses  through  my  veins 

is  not  semen 

nor  beer 

nor  tears  - 

not  liquid  steel. 

My  veins  still  carry  what  is  pumped  from  my  heart  - 

the  nerve  to  survive 

in  this  breathless  scene  - 

this  smcky  room  that  is  my  life. 
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Wonderland  Timberlands,  and  Queens:  A  Study  of  the 
Green  World  Comedy  of  the  Absurd  and  Similarities  in 
Alice  s  Adventures  in  Wonderland  Through  the  Looking 
Gla^_and  TVin  Peaks/  Madelvn  Boudreaux 

Charles  Lutwidge  Dodgson  was  a  model  cf  sobriety,  a 
vicar  and  mathematician,  but  he  created  two  cf  the 
strangest  and  best  loved  children's  novels,  Alices 
Adventures  in  Wonderland  and  Through  the  Locking- 
glass.   Likewise,  David  Lynch,  an  all-American  Eagle 
Scout  and  Ronald  Reagan  fan  (Scbran,  38),  created  the 
oddest  if  net  most  popular  television  series  America  has 
ever  seen.  Blending  similar  character  types  with 
occasional  but  unmistakable  references  to  Alices 
Adventures.  Twin  feaks  utilizes  the  comedy  cf  the 
absurd  as  much  as  Alice  s  Adventures.   In  addition, 
Lynch  s  Chess  and  Card  game  plots  are  dark  twists  on 
the  same  motifs  in  Alice  s  Adventures  in  W>nderland  and 
Through  the  Locking-glass.  It  seems  almost  definite  that 
Lynch  is  making  references  to  Alice  s  Adventures  in 
Winderland  and  Through  the  Locking-glass  both  as  a 
humorous  work  and  as  a  psychological  statement. 
Through  examination  and  discussion  cf  the  many 
similarities  in  these  works,  this  correlation  becomes 
evident. 

While  Alice  s  Adventures  in  Wmderland  and 
Through  the  Locking-glass  were  written  for  19th-century 
children,  and  Twin  Ffeaks  for  modern  adults,  the 
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similarities,  upon  examination,  are  startling.   Twin  Ffeaks. 
it  seems,  is  a  even  more  bizarre  and  twisted  turn  on 
Alice  s  Adventures  in  W>nderland  and  Through  the 
Locking-glass,  an  evil,  hellish  view  <f  Wmderland.     Beth 
are  examples  cf  spring  comedy  and  adventures  into  the 
Green  Wrld.  Both  also  develop  the  form  cf  comedy  in 
both  cf  the  ways  discussed  by  Frye  in  'The  Mythcs  cf 
Spring:  Comedy"  (Frye,  86).   In  each,  there  is  an 
emphasis  on  the  blocking  characters,  nearly  all  cf  the 
characters  in  W)nderland.  and   most  characters  in  Twin 
feaks.   But  emphasis  is  also  thrown  forward  on  the 
scenes  cf  reconciliation  and  discovery.   Alice  is  an 
explorer  and  Cooper  is  a  detective,  so  both  engage  in  the 
acts  cf  discovery,  acts  which  are  quite  often  humorous. 
Alice  s  Adventures  and  Twin  Fkaks  are  humorous  as 
well  because  they  challenge  the  expected.  This  is  the 
effect  cf  absurdist  comedy,  as  we  laugh  in  the  face  cf 
that  which  we  don't  quite  understand.  This  is  similar  to 
Sypher  s  explanation,  that  we  "laugh  in  self-defense  and 
bare  our  fangs  to  recruit  our  sinking  spirits  or  to  ease 
our  aching  sense  cf  inferiority  or  danger"  (Sypher,  25). 
The  reader  cf  Alices  stories,  lite  the  watcher  cf  Twin 
feaks.  is  confused  by  the  action,  and  also  convinced 
that  Alice  and  Cooper  are  both  in  hopeless  situations 
against  much  larger  forces  than  themselves.     Finally, 
both  are  comedic  because  there  is  always  a  hint  cf  the 
answer  not  only  to  the  questions  the  characters  ask  but 
to  a  larger  question  cf  life,  but  it  always  disappears,   as 
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Fry  says,  "as  a  chair  twitched  away  when  we  went  to 
sit  down  (Fry,  17)." 

Almost,  at  times,  the  Fool 

Dodgson  s  heroine,  Alice,  is  a  straight  and  sober 
character  lest  in  confusing  situations,  a  lest  little  girl  who 
is  never  in  contrd  cf  her  surroundings.   Strange,  cften 
absurdist,  things  happen  around  Alice,  and  she  attempts 
to  put  the  pieces  together  and  sdve  the  puzzle  cf  what 
is  really  going  on.   Similarly,  the  hero  cf  Twin  fteaks  is  a 
dry-humored  F.BJ.  agent  named  Dale  Cooper. 
Attempting  to  find  the  answer  to  a  single  mystery,  who 
killed  the  small  town  s  homecoming  queen,  he  manages 
to  unearth  dozens  cf  other  mysteries. 

Alice,  as  a  child  in  a  world  that  changes  as  quickly  as 
she  does,  is  always  a  little  behind  the  game,  trying  to 
keep  up.   She  has  trouble  because  she  has  never  been 
in  contrd,  her  experiences  in  Wmderland  no  exception. 
According  to  Horace  Gregory,  "She  is  locking  upward  at 
the  world  -  her  world  guarded  and  governed  by  adult 
creatures  who  teach,  give  orders,  and  treat  her  as  a  child 
(Carrdl,  v).  Alice  copes  with  this  as  well  as  she  can, 
with  intelligence.  As  Gregory  puts  it,  she  is  "brilliant, 
and  almost  ruthlessly  clear-headed." 

Cooper,  as  an  agent  not  merely  cf  the  law  but  also, 
as  it  turns  out,  cf  the  Human  Race,  dealing  not  only  with 
relatively  simple  crimes  cf  drugs,  rape,  and  murder,  but 
also  with  evil  spirits,  aliens,  and  an  ancient  fight 
between  cosmic  good  and  evil,  is  also  caught  in  a  world 
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defined  by  forces  greater  than  he.    He,  too,  is  brilliant, 
using  not  only  "Bureau"  tactics  and  deductive  skills,  but 
also  his  almost  psychic  techniques  cf  dream-analysis  and 
"mind-body  coordination  operating  hand  in  hand  with  the 
deepest  level  cf  intuition"  (Twin  Ffeaks,  season  1,  episode 
3)." 

Journeys  into  the  green  world,  that  is  the  natural 
world  cf  romance  and  creativity,   occur  in  comedy  to 
allow  a  change  in  the  traveler  before  he  or  she  returns 
to  the  normal  world  again.  The  character  ideally 
experiences  a  rebirth,  as  if  a  hero  journeying  from  the 
underworld  (Frye,  97).   Both  Alice  and  Cooper  journey 
into  the  Green  Y6rld;  in  Alice  s  case,  the  trip  is  complete 
with  the  return  to  the  normal  world  (twice)  as  she 
awakens  back  in  normal  England.   Cooper  experiences  a 
rebirth,  relearning  how  to  love;  however,  he  never 
makes  the  physical  return;   this  is  not  simply  because 
the  series  is  not  finished,  but  rather  because  cf  Lynch  s 
more  modern  view  cf  this  Green  W)rld.   'The  whde 
world  is  wild  at  heart  and  weird  on  top,"  says  Lula,  a 
character  from  another  Lynch  creation,  the  movie  Wild 
at  Heart  (Scbran,  38).   In  Alice  s  W>nderland,  the 
strange  exists  in  contrast  to  the  normalcy  cf  home;   in 
Twin  Fkaks.  "the  normal  and  the  abnormal  keep  close 
company,  even  within  a  single  character"  (Sobran,  40). 
The  cycle  is  completed,  though,  as  in  each  life  continues 
forward  despite  any  losses.   In  fact,  Laura  Ralmer  s 
death  is  like  the  sacrificial  death  cf  the  youths  in   Le 
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Sacre  du  Printemps  (Stravinsky's  ballet  about  the 
ancient  Russian  rites  cf  Spring),  and  lite  the  archetypal 
Rsher  Kings  demise,  allows  the  rebirth  cf  the  new  and 
cleansed  land. 

You  Lost  little  Girl 

Lynch  is  also  seems  to  be  comparing  the  young 
women  cf  Twin  Iteaks  to  Alice.   Much  like  Alices  "lest 
little  girF  type,  many  cf  the  main  female  characters  are 
lost  in  the  cften  horrible  world  cf  Twin  Ifeaks.  Within  the 
charm  cf  Wmderland,  Alice  is  plagued  by  cften 
nightmarish  incidents.  According  to  Gregory,  "Alice  and 
her  adventures  are  charming,  but  -  their  charm  is  purged 
by  an  aspect  some  children  have  found  nightmarish; 
some  have  been  horrified  by  the  sudden  transformation 
cf  the  Duchess's  baby  (in  Alices  arms)  into  a  pig," 
(Carrdl,  v.).   Lynch  s  women  are  also  cften  caught  in 
nightmares. 

Most  obviously,  Laura  Ralmer,  whom  we  never  meet 
but  whose  death  is  the  central  theme  cf  the  first  season 
cf  Twin  Ffeaks.  is  a  perfect  17-year-dd  homecoming 
queen.   She  is  also  a  cocaine  addict  and  trafficker, 
working  as  a  prostitute  and  poring  for  a  pornographic 
magazine  to  support  her  habit.   Her  dreams,  we  learn 
from  her  diary,  are  horrible  nightmares  filled  with  a  man 
named  Bob  who  rapes  and  mentally  torments  her.   It  is, 
in  fact,  her  fear  cf  sleeping  and  dreaming  cf  Bob  that 
drives  her  to  using  cocaine.   Laura  enters  her  ideal 
Wmderland,  the  after-life,  where  she  is  finally  free  cf 
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the  nightmares. 

Lauras  closest  friend,  Donna  Hayward,  is  also  cast 
into  a  fantasy  world  gone  awry.   With  the  death  cf  her 
best  friend,  she  discovers  that  nothing  is  what  it  seemed. 
Particularly  naive,  she  responds  much  like  Alice,  asking 
questions,  trying  to  get  to  the  bottom  cf  what's 
happening. 

Other  young  women  seem  to  be  combinations  cf 
charm,  confusion,  and  intelligence.   Audrey  Home,  who 
gets  involved  in  the  murder  investigation  for  ulterior 
purposes,  winds  up  nearly  being  killed  on  the  orders  cf 
the  "queen"  cf  the  brothel,  One-Eyed  Jack's.  The  only 
thing  missing  to  complete  the  analogy  to  Alice  is  the 
line,  "Off  with  her  head!" 

Shelly  Jchnson  is  yet  another  confused  character. 
Married  into  what  she  thought  would  be  a  fantasy 
world,  she  actually  realizes  all  her  husband,  Leo, 
wanted  was  "a  maid  he  didn't  have  to  pay."  Again,  she 
has  little  control  cf  the  nightmares  around  her;  when  she 
attempts  to  kill  Leo,  he  beats  her. 

Finally,  Annie  Blackburn  represents  a  particularly 
good  example  cf  the  "lost  little  girl"  motif.   She  has  just 
returned  from  a  convent  where  she  lived  for  five  years. 
Renouncing  her  vows,  she  has  come  to  Twin  Ifeaks  to 
grow  up,  but  she  is  quite  confused  by  the  people  and 
events  around  her. 

Rsh  in  livery,  Rsh  in  the  Percolator 

Throughout  both  Alice's  Adventures  in  Wmderland 
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and  Through  the  Locking-glass  and  Twin  Ifeaks.  strange, 
absurdist  incidents  occur,  giving  both  an  otherworldly 
feeling.  Some  df  the  scenes  in  Twin  Ifeaks  seem  to  echo 
incidents  in  Dodgson  s  novels,  while  ethers  appear  to  be 
blatant  references. 

Both  Alice  s  Adventures  in  Wmderland  and  Twin 
feaks  begin  with  the  straight  characters,  the  protagonists, 
entering  the  Green  W*rld  in  rather  long  and  detailed 
scenes  in  which  the  humor  is  introduced.  Alice  falls 
down  a  rabbit-hde  lined  with  shelves  and  cupboards, 
talking  to  herself  all  the  way  (Carrdl,  18-19).   Cooper 
drives  to  Twin  Ifeaks,  dictating  into  a  tape  recorder  as 
he  goes,  recording  the  details  cf  his  drive,  his  lunch,  and 
the  sights  he  sees  (Twin  Ifeaks  season  1,  episode  1). 

Alice  experiences  a  memory  less  once  she  reaches 
Wmderland,  possibly  as  a  result  cf  changing  size  so  cften. 
She  discovers  a  caterpillar  who  tests  her  memory  by 
asking  her  to  repeat  the  poem,  "¥>u  Are  Old,  Rither 
William,"  which  she  does  incorrectly.  The  caterpillar 
gives  her  rather  abstract  advice  on  how  to  attain  the 
correct  size,  then  leaves  her   (Carrdl,  48-52).   In  a 
similar  scene  in  the  ninth  episode  cf  Twin  ffeaks,  a  giant 
appears  to  Cooper  as  he  lies  bleeding  from  a  gunshct 
wound.  The  giant  gives  him  confusing  clues  to  help  his 
investigation,  then  tests  his  memory,  but  Cooper  forgets 
one  cf  the  clues. 

Alice  later  meets  the  Cheshire  Cat,  who  tells  her 
"we're  all  mad  here.   I'm  mad.  Ym're  mad... .or  you 
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wouldn't  have  come  here,"  (Carroll,  63).   In  Twin  Fteaks. 
everyone  has  a  story,  something  strange  about  their 
personalities  or  their  pasts.  The  entire  town,  it  seems,  is 
also  mad  because  cf  the  local  enigma,  an  evil  presence 
that  lurks  in  the  woods.     Twin  Pfeaks  is  different  -  a 
long  way  from  the  world,"   says  the  local  sheriff  (Twin 
Ffeaka  Season  1,  episode  4).   Cooper,  too,  it  turns  out,  has 
a  dark  past,  a  story  to  tell. 

The  Cheshire  Cat  gives  Alice  advice  in  the  form  cf 
vague  clues,  grins  a  lot,  and  bothers  Alice  by  appearing 
and  disappearing  very  suddenly  (Carrdl,  64-65).   In 
Twin  Iteaks.  it  is  Bob  who  appears  and  disappears 
suddenly,  grins,  and  give  people  vague  clues.  Acting  like 
an  evil  Cheshire  Cat,  Bob  is  seen  in  visions  by  several 
people  in  the  town,  before  turning  into  an  owl.   He  says 
cryptic  things  to  Cooper  and  terrifies  the  people  to 
whom  he  appears.  After  he  disappears,  the  owl  cften 
remains,  like  the  Cheshire  Cat's  grin. 

Other  similarities  abound:  Alice  attends  the  Mad 
Hatter's  tea  party  where  nothing  mates  any  sense,  while 
Cooper  and  the  sheriff  have  ccffee  at  the  home  cf  some 
local  residents  and  discover  that  there  was  a  fish  in  the 
ccffee  pot.  Whenever  Cooper  goes  to  the  local  diner 
something  odd  always  happens;  it  is  there  that  he  meets 
the  Log  Lady  who  tells  him  her  log  can  speak,  and 
knows  something  about  the  murder.  The  Log  Lady  acts 
as  insane  as  the  Mad  Hatter,  who  listens  to  Alice's  hair, 
but  unlike  Bob  and  others,  is  nicer  than  her  counterpart 
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in  Alice  s  story. 

In  the  April  14  episode  cf  Twin  Ifeaks.  a  character  is 
advised  to  "Always  tell  the  hardest  truth  first."  Another 
character  causes  slight  confusion  by  her  trouble  with  the 
English  language.  This  is  reminiscent  cf  the  times  that 
Alice  is  tdd  by  the  March  Hare  (Carrdl,  67),  and  by 
Humpty  Dumpty  (Carrdl,  184)  to  always  mean  what  she 
says  and  say  what  she  means. 

Dreams  play  important  rdes  in  both  works.  Alice,  cf 
course,  dreams  all  cf  her  adventures,  which  are 
metaphors  for  her  life.   Cooper  has  prophetic  dreams,  as 
do  other  characters.   Both  works  teem  with  unfinished 
stories  and  plots;   Humpty  Dumpty  tells  Alice  half  cf  a 
poem,  then  leaves,  while  Cooper  deals  with  many  open- 
ended  mysteries.   In  the  tenth  episode,  creamed  corn 
disappears  from  an  dd  woman's  plate  and  reappears  in 
the  hands  cf  a  very  young  magician,  while  later  that 
season,  an  Air  R>rce  Major  disappears  in  a  bright  flash  cf 
light,  then  returns  with  no  memory  and  a  tattoo  behind 
his  ear;  neither  cf  these  stories  is  satisfactorily  finished. 
Coopers  jcke  in  the  last  episode  'Two  penguins  are 
walking  on  an  iceberg.  The  first  penguin  says,  you  lock 
lite  you  re  wearing  a  tuxedo.'  The  second  penguin  says, 
Maybe  I  am,"  mates  as  much  sense  as  the  Red  and 
White  Queens'  math  riddles,  like  'Take  a  bone  from  a 
dog:  what  remains?"  to  which  her  answer  was  that   the 
dog  would  lose  its  temper,  then  go  away  and  leave  the 
temper  behind  (Carrdl,  220-1). 
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Finally*  in  the  second-to-last  episode,  there  is  Lynch  s 
cbvious  tribute  to  Dodgson,  a  giant  box  with  a  cord 
emeiTging  and  a  sign  that  reads  in  large  letters,  "PULL 
ME."     Inside  the  box  is  the  clue  to  the  final  puzzle. 

Strategy  Games 

The  final  similarities  between   Alice  s  Adventures  in 
WSnderland  ,  Through  the  Locking-glass  and  Twin  feaks 
are  the  motifs  df  strategy  games,  namely  cards  and  chess. 
The  fascination  with  the  rde  cf  the  queens  in  the  works 
represents  a  hierarchy  cf  importance;  while  in  Alices 
Adventures  in  \\5nderland  and  Through  the  Locking- 
glass  it  represents  growth  and  virility  (Carroll,  vii  -  ix), 
in  Twin  ifeaks.  it  is  that  as  well  as  a  step  toward  death. 
In  both,  the  chess  game  represents  the  mind  working  in 
an  analytical  way,  but  against  powerful  forces  and 
difficult  odds. 

During  Alice  s  first  meeting  with  the  cards,  in  her 
case  the  suit  cf  Hearts,  she  is  too  young  and  immature  to 
become  a  "queen,"  and  makes  a  statement  about  what 
she  will  do  when  she  is  a  duchess  (Carrdl,  84).   By  the 
end  cf  Through  the  Locking-glass  she  has  become  a 
queen  and  thus  has  attained  a  major  step  in  growing  up. 
The  duchess,  while  having  a  certain  amount  cf  power, 
does  not  hdd  the  weight  that  the  queen  does;  Alice 
seems,  therefore,  to  have  gained  a  level  cf  maturity  and 
decision-making  skills  that  she  didn't  feel  she  possessed 
in  her  first  dream. 

The  queens  in  Twin  Ffeaks  have  a  darker  and  more 
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lethal  rde.  The  insane  and  deadly  killer,  Windom  Earl 
(his  name  a  clue  to  his  power),  chorees  three  cf  the 
beautiful  and  brilliant  local  women  to  be  his  queens.   In 
the  third-to-last  episode,  we  see  Windom  holding  three 
cards,  each  with  the  faces  cf  his  queens  glued  over  the 
faces  cf  the  cards.   Donna  Hayward  is  the  Queen  cf 
Clubs,  Audrey  Home,  the  Queen  cf  Diamonds,  and 
Shelly  Jchnson,  Queen  cf  Spades.  They  have  been 
wooed  with  a  poem  cut  in  three  pieces,  which  reminds 
one  cf  Alices  problem  with  unfinished  and  nonsensical 
poems.   Coopers  photo  is  replacing  the  picture  on  the 
King  cf  Spades.  Windom  has  decided  that  whoever 
wins  the  "Miss  Twin  Ifeaks"  pageant  will  become  his 
Queen  cf  Hearts,  to  be  executed  by  himself,  the  Jcker,  as 
Cooper  watches. 

The  pageant  itself  is  a  sort  cf  growing  experience  for 
the  women  who  choose  to  enter.   In  particular,  Annie 
decides  at  the  last  minute  to  enter  as  she  is  gaining 
confidence  in  herself  as  a  woman.   Cooper  says  to  her, 
"16u  re  the  Queen,"  which  is  prophetic.   Immediately 
upon  saying  this,  Cooper  has  a  vision  that  reveals  his 
grave  mistake. 

The  box  alluded  to  earlier,  with  the  sign,  "PULL  ME" 
contains  a  dead  heavy -metal  musician  encased  in  a  7- 
foot  plaster  chess  pawn.  The  sign  on  the  pawn  reads, 
"Next  time  it  will  be  someone  you  know."   Cooper  has  to 
protect  the  Queen  from  Windom,  who  has  once  before 
killed  a  woman  Cooper  loves,  and  he  fears,  correctly, 
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that  he  is  putting  Annie  in  danger. 

The  queens  in  Twin  Ifeaks  play  dual  rdes,  as  they 
are  also  protected  in  the  fatal  chess  game  that  Windom 
has  orchestrated.    Killing  vagabonds  he  finds  in  the  wood 
as  the  pawns,  he  sends  the  moves  to  Cooper,  his  former 
partner  in  crime-fighting.   Cooper,  like  Alice,  must  play 
the  chess  game  out,  but  Cooper's  objective  is  to  keep  as 
many  people  alive  as  possible  by  never  allowing  any 
pieces  into  poor  positions.   Cooper's  moves,  announced  in 
the  local  paper,  are  attempts  at  a  stalemate  game.  In 
Windom  Earl  s  mind,  the  queens  have  no  power  and  can 
be  destrcyed. 

Likewise,  the  queens  in  Alice's  Adventures  in 
Wmderland  and  Through  the  Locking-glass  are 
somewhat  ineffectual.  The  Queen  cf  Hearts  screams,  "Off 
with  his  (her/its/their)  head(s)"  at  nearly  everyone  she 
meets,  to  no  avail  (Carrdl,  75-114).   As  in  Twin  Ffeaks. 
the  chess  queens  are  also  not  in  control  cf  their  game. 
The  White  Queen  seems  thoroughly  unable  to  take  care 
cf  herself,  and  the  Red  Queen,  though  slightly  sharper, 
isn't  much  better.   Both  fall  asleep  on  Alice's  lap  (Carrdl, 
224).  Alice  discredits  all  cf  the  queens  in  the  end, 
screaming  that  the  Queen  cf  Hearts  and  her  court  are, 
"nothing  but  a  pack  cf  cards"  (Carrdl,  114)  and  shaking 
the  Red  Queen  until  she  is  just  a  kitten  (Carrdl,  234). 

Just  as  Alice's  game  cf  chess  is  a  map  cf  the  world 
she  is  in,  the  game  in  Twin  Ffeaks  is  set  up  in  the  form  cf 
a  map.  The  map,  found  in  Native  American  pictograms 
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in  a  local   cave,  leads  to  the  "Black  Lodge,"  a  hellish 
place  where  the  evil  gain  ultimate  power. 
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In  a  Quandary/Amanda  Gadds 

This  is  how  you  leave  me 

shaking 

when  my  nerves 

twitch  to  the  rhythm 

cf  my  blood  s  pushing 

life  unwanted 

through  my  veins  to  my  heart 

in  and  out,  the  swishing, 

clicking  thud  <f  dull  life 

in  it  is  sucked, 

out  it  is  shoved 

seething  over  my  body 

lite  the  seething  cf  jello 

through  my  teeth 

like  the  convulsive  shudder 

cf  an  dd  lawn  mower 

(hopping  the  uneven  surface 

cf  birddrop-littered  grass 

you  leave  me 

shaking 

cutting  me  down  roughly 

to  the  level  cf  brckenness 


#3Q/Sub-Zero  Permafrost 

how  many  people  have  to  dream  about  you  for  you  to 

be  real? 

56 


Stiog/Angel  Guidroz 

My  hair 

is  pulled  back  in  a  tight  knot, 

twisted  around 

in  a  ball  df  curls, 

no  ribbons,  or  pins 

or  barrettes, 

just  a  tangled  mess 

piled  in  a  heap. 

It  tells  my  story... 

nothing  is  ever  in  order, 

just  pulled  back, 

or  pushed  back, 

out  cf  the  way 

out  cf  my  eyes 

so  I  can  see 

so  I  can  touch, 

so  I  don't  have  to  deal 

with  uncomfortables. 


lust  leiXev/Sub-Zero  Permafrost 

ill  be  yer  post -mistress 
im  into  mail  domination 
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Night  Cat/Lucia  Greaves 

T  am,  I  am,  I  am,  I  am..."  These  are  my  words,  my 
thoughts,  I  am,  truly,  I  am  now,  There  is  Re  locking 
down,  He  is  winking,  He  is  so  far  and  yet  He  is  so 
bright  and  magnificent,  I  can  feel  his  wonder  from  where 
I  sit,  even  from  here  so  far  away... 

"Listen  to  that  stupid  cat  purr,"  says  Gen,  tan  bey 
and  lean,  he  is  like  a  slave  to  me,  feeds  me  and 
scratches  my  head,  I  shall  maybe  scratch  him  for 
impertinence,  to  call  me  stupid  is  quite  an  insult,  but  to 
net  realize  my  divinity  is  such  blindness.  I  am,  I  am,  I  am, 
I  am,  I  am  Ubastet,  I  am  Cat. 

"That's  no  ordinary  cat,"  says  Lydia,  "That  is  one 
queen  goddess  cat  if  I  ever  saw  one.  Just  lock  at  those 
eyes!  I  can't  believe  she  was  wandering  around  the 
alley  like  that,  with  all  those  other  half  starving  cats. 
Someone  lost  quite  a  pet  when  they  let  her  get  away!" 

"Some  rich  sneb,  probably.  Who  cares?"  says  Glen. 
They  are  married,  they  think  I  am  now  their  pet,  they 
are  wrong,  they  are  just  another  stop  on  an  eternal 
road,  I  travel,  I  am,  I  am,  Re  is  winking  at  me,  warm  Re, 
hot  Re,  far  away  from  me  Re. 

"Think  she  ever  does  anything  but  sit  there,  basking 
in  the  sun?"  asks  Gen,  stupid  man  Gen,  what  does  he 
think  I  am  for,  I  glory  in  the  warmth  cf  Re,  I  do  not  much 
care  for  this  now-world  cf  doing  always  and  working 
always,  I  will  soon  return  to  world  Thebes,  where  there 
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is  no  more  vulture-mcther  Mut  to  steal  away  my  temple, 
soon,  to  near  the  shores  cf  Asheru  Lake,  to  travel  to 
Karnak,  to  where  Re  is  net  so  far  away,  to  where  His 
great  Eye  swings  low  to  the  ground,  away  from  this 
death-land  Wst  world. 

Lydia,  beautiful  woman  Lydia  is  gliding  away,  to 
another  room,  and  Glen  is  following,  leaving  me  alone  in 
the  gdden  warmth  cf  Bather  Re,  Lover  Re,  one-eyed 
winking,  sinking  Re. 

In  the  night,  when  they  sleep  soundly,  I  awake,  lock 
at  the  pale  eye  floating  almost  closed  in  the  sky,  soon  I 
will  walk  beneath  the  sky,  I   am,  I  am,  I  am. 

I  am  changing  slowly,  taller,  taller,  my  claws  are 
shrinking  away,  me  hair  is  growing,  I  am,  I  am,  I  am,  I 
am  now  tall  and  alive,  I  am  in  my  human  form,  cat 
thoughts  are  slinking  away  in  the  night,  I  am,  I  am,  I  am. 

I  am  clewing  the  front  door,  I  hear  Glen  speaking 
quietly,  "Lydia,  did  you  hear  something? " 


Sometimes,  I  marvel  in  the  ways  in  which  we  were 
wrong.  W  always  thought  that  the  Wst  was  the  land  cf 
the  dead  In  ways  we  were  right,  too,  the  Wst  has 
become  the  land  cf  plastic  machines  and  plastic  people. 
Re  said,  the  Wst  is  the  death -land,  there  are  no  people 
there,  even  He  was  unable  to  see  living  things  in  the 
Wst,  or  only  animals  which  lay  down  to  die  and  rot. 
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And  so  He  mostly  closed  his  great  eye  when  he  passed 
the  Wst  land,  and  let  it  freeze,  and  then,  when  next  He 
locked,  there  were  people  there,  dark-skinned  like  our 
worshipers,  and  so  He  shined  on  them,  but  tdd  no-one 
about  them,  they  were  His  secret.  Treacherous  Re,  he 
finally  tdd  us,  when  we  were  no  longer  adhered  to,  no 
longer  worshiped,  W  can  go  to  the  Wst,  where  they 
worship  the  Sun  and  the  Lion,  and  the  Wind,  and  we  all 
said,  in  one  mighty  voice,  "WHO  worships  us?"  so  he 
felt  compelled  to  tell  us  about  the  people  there.  And  so, 
it  seemed,  we  would  find  more  comfort  in  the  Wst,  so 
we  came  to  the  Wst,  but  I  still  think  sometimes,  that 
this  is  fine  for  Anubis,  he  is  the  Jackal,  he  loves  death, 
but  I  am  a  living  woman,  I  am  far  too  alive  to  live  in  the 
Land  cf  Death.  And  those  red-skinned,  these  beautiful, 
dutiful,  who  worshiped  us  here  as  their  own  Spirits 
were  soon  joined  by  the  same  unbelieving  ones  that  had 
chased  us  from  the  Nile.  So  we  only  held  out  a  little 
longer.  In  that,  at  least,  I  have  been  lucky,  I  am  always 
worshiped 

I  walk  down  the  street,  speak  to  a  small  tabby -cat, 
poor  little  sister  thin  and  destrcyed  by  the  trash 
surrounding  me.  This  death  world  is  so  dirty,  I  am 
always  amazed.  There  is  a  man  on  the  street,  calling  to 
me,  whistling,  I  am  dismayed  by  the  Death  surrounding,  I 
think  I  will  take  him  on. 

^sr  I  say,  ^u  called?" 

He  seems  somewhat  surprised,  he  is  not  used  to 
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women  speaking  to  him.  He  is  particularly  net  used  to 
Ubastet  speaking  to  him,  and  I  will  not  let  him  forget  the 
experience.  But  he  finally  speaks,  says,  "Hey,  lady,  why 
don't  we  take  a  ride?" 

Tes,  why  don't  we,"  I  say,  so  we  approach  his  car, 
which  belches  smcke  and  screeches  like  a  terrible  broken 
vacuum  cleaner  which,  in  my  cat  body,  I  can  never  quite 
get  used  to.  But  I  am  now  in  human  form,  and  human 
thoughts  keep  me  from  bdting  away,  so  I  do  nothing  as 
he  pulls  away  from  the  curb. 

And  when  he  parks  behind  some  building  and 
reaches  for  me,  I  am  no  longer  friendly  Ubastet,  I  am 
well  into  Sekhmet  thoughts,  I  am  now  a  lion,  and  like 
my  grim  lion  son,  Mi-hus,  I  will  devour  my  prey.  Under 
the  pale,  almost  closed  eye  cf  sleeping  Re,  I  tear  apart 
the  foul-tasting  man.  There  is  no  time  to  destroy  the 
body,  so  I  leave  it  to  the  jackals,  Anubis  come  for  your 
dead-flesh,  or  Mut,  greedy  Wture-mother,  take  this  flesh, 
I  want  none  cf  it. 

"Ghastly  Murder  Near  Central  Park;  Mice  Searching 
Rr  Killer,"  Glen  reads  in  the  newspapers,  and,  Ts  a  Lion 
Loose  in  New  l&rk?"  and  he  smiles  at  me,  rubs  the  sdl 
down  between  my  ears.  "Beautiful  Bessie,"  he  says,  "do 
you  know  what  happened  to  that  man?  I  almost  think 
you  do." 

"I  am  I  am  I  am  I  am,"  I  say,  smiling  and  settling  in 
closer  to  this  strong  man,  good  man,  sun  worshiping  tan 
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man.  I  will  miss  Glen  mcst  cf  all,  he  has  come  so  far,  even 
beautiful  Lydia  has  noticed.  Those  around  me  always  feel 
their  catness,  it  is  my  gift  to  them. 

No-one  knows  what  happened  in  that  car,  except  me 
and  Re,  shining  Re,  who  should  remember  it  is  I  who 
hate  those  dog-like  men  who  pull  on  my  clothes.  I  am 
feline  cf  all  people,  I  am  that  part  that  hates  brutishness, 
and  filth.  I  am  worshiped  by  all  who  lie  languid  under 
Re,  who  know  the  beauty  cf  Cat.  Ezekiel  my  have 
damned  my  men  cf  Pi-Beseth,  but  he  could  not  harm  me. 
My  essence  is  in  the  feminine  nature  cf  all  humans,  why 
else  do  you  who  read  my  story  love  cats,  why  do  you 
lock  in  awe  upon  the  lions,  that  act  free  even  in  your 
cages.  It  is  not  some  outside  feline  that  hdds  your 
affection,  but  the  me  inside  cf  you. 


Thith  not  so  Personal/Jane  Sez 

W  are  the  needy  and 
curiosity  kills  no  cat  and 
closeness  is  closeness 
unparalleled. 
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premature  ejaculation/5u6 -Zero  Permafrost 

you  got  the  alleys  cf  a  moral -cat 

cod  milky  moon-tinted  ceramic  thick  baroque  bisque  cf 

brown  and  blue  swirl-tinted  glass 

dont  cry  over  it  kitten 


Something  Rshy 

by  James  Hunter 
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nurseryrhyme/Sub-2ero  Permafrost 

i  sang  the  song  <f  songs  and  had  brcken  all  my  digits, 

the  #s  cf  my  love  and  the  ones  that  walk't  and 
held't. 

the  cross,  the  saint,  the  guilded  paint,  uponacrcss  his 

chest,  the  syringes  in  my  hands,  the  one  spent  in  his 

fist,  the  strcke  the  dope  the  saint  he  was  the  ribs  the 

sternum  shape 
he  was  my  lover  crucifix  i  kissed  him  at  the  stake 

and  he,  he  played  the  3  s  and  stated  reproductive 

goods 

and  he,  he  lost  my  digits  (all  my  #  s)  and  my  truths, 
he  tock  his  pocket  -knife  in  hand  and  slit  my  belly  open, 
to  feast  upon  the  bocks  inside,  whose  words  were 
published  in  my  dreams. 

he  stole  the  rights  to  all  that  pro6e  that  sang  within 

my  veins. 


Dust  in  my  Throat/Mary  Nelson 

I  don't  believe  in  forever. 

There  are  only  tiny  particles  cf  pleasure 

That  float  around  in  the  air, 

And  make  me  think  cf  infinity 

When  I  swallow  them. 
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Granny /Thomas  Zimmerman 

Applying 

The  pink  cream 

With  circular 

Motion 

She  remembers 

\irgin  hands 

Soothe  her 

Sunday  wrinkles 


^Mvt^; 


n  H<;\ 
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One  foot  from  the  grave 

by  Madelyn  Boudreaux 
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The  Strength  of  the  Dead  ,  Part  8/  Madelyn 
Boudreaux 

W  climbed  over  the  markers 

(which  are  nothing  more  than  rocks. 

placed  in  certain  patterns, 

graven  with  the  legends  cf  birth 

and  death,  advertisements  for  heaven) 

and  came  to  the  open  grave, 

it  seemed  that  all  the  merry-making  cf  the  night 

before  had  made  the  occupant  jealous  (Jenny 

last  name  rubbed  out,  1868-1915), 

the  ancient  tin  pushed  away  from  the  fertile 

dirt  and  I  saw  the  skull  shining,  bright 

idea  cf  mine,  to  steal  it 

(it  is  only  calcium,  no  use  to  anyone,  an 

advertisement  for  hell) 

and  after  a  lot  cf  work 

(it  isn't  easy  to  hock  a  branch  in  the  eye) 

it  was  freed  from  it's  prison  cf  75  years 

(W&s  it  a  shock,  Jenny,  to  see  how  the  world 

had  changed  since  they  laid  you  to  ret?    Not  as 

much  cf  a  shock  as  it  must  have  been  for  King 

Tut,   I  guess,  you  don't  know  anything  about 

him,  but  perhaps  more  amazing  than  when  you 

lost  your  virginity,  Jenny,  I  am  writing  about 

you  on  a  machine  that  you  couldn't  ever  have 

dreamed  cf,  is  that  a  shock  to  the  system?) 

and  someone,  I  forget  who, 

held  the  skull 

66 


(which  was  dull  burnt  orange,  I  expected  it  to 

be  white, 

or  at  least  bone-colored,  but 

I'm  sorry  to  say  bones  are  burnt  orange,  not  dF- 

white, 

so  throw  away  that  Crayda,  its  lying  to  you) 

above  his  head  and  flung  it  down, 

it  lay  there 

still  perfect, 

nothing  shattered  or  brcke, 

(Jenny  must  have  brushed  and  flossed) 

grinning  as  skulls  are  wont  to  do, 

screaming. 


Proverb/Jane  Sez 

I 

am 

only 

a 

dumb 

creature 

at 

the 

mercy 

cf 

dumber 

creatures 

67 


conclusion  of  13-kt  gold  queen 
by  Sub-Zero  IfermafroBt 
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Locomotive/Peter  Rolufs 

It  was  the  night  Billy  Ben  died. 

Like  dinosaur  breath,  petrdeum  odors  began  to  rise 
over  the  tracks  which  ran  by  the  house,  and  on  through 
the  center  cf  town,  as  the  last  moisture  cf  a  light  August 
rain  steamed  cff  the  yard.  All  the  ground  was  cracked 
dry,  but  the  steam  was  thick,  and  it  hovered.  It  glowed 
in  the  light  cf  a  sickle  moon,  beneath  a  bunch  cf  sick 
locking  stars,  and  dripped  cff  any  glass  or  skin,  ebbing, 
but  net  flowing. 

A  far  away  train  whistle  could  be  heard,  a  memory 
cf  the  southbound  1AM,  or  a  sign  cf  the  northbound 
4AM,  all  five  thousand  tons  cf  them,  always  on  time. 
The  trains  were  the  two  lullabies  cf  Billy  Ben's  nights, 
comforts  to  one  who  had  grown  up  as  near  to  them  as 
he  had.  And,  because  they  passed  do  clc6e  to  the  house, 
they  kept  the  rent  low.  But  they  could  not  disperse  the 
heat,  and  Ben  lay  awake,  listening  to  the  window  fan 
rattle. 

"Billy  Beeeeeeeeeeeeen,"  called  the  whistle  again,  still 
miles  away.  The  fan  rattled. 

To  cod  cff,  Ben  got  up  for  the  fourth  or  fifth  time  and 
splashed  his  face  in  the  sink,  and  this  time  brought  the 
rag  back  to  bed  with  him. 

"Ben."  Now  louder,  the  whistle  usually  put  him  to 
sleep.  But  it  was  hot,  and  Ben  lay  waiting  for  the 
tremors  which  first  tell  the  weight  cf  a  train. 
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"Ben!"  called  the  whistle  <f  the  train.  "Tonight  you 
die."  The  tremors  turned  to  throbs,  and  Billy  Ben  sat  up. 
"What  was  that?"  he  asked. 

HBnight  you  die." 

"But  I'm  innocent!"  Ben  replied. 

The  great  lamp  cf  the  train  had  by  now  lit  the  room 
like  the  sun,  and  the  usual  shadows  passed  through  in 
succession  as  it  came  closer.  Billy  Ben  would  die  indeed. 
Suddenly,  all  was  dark  again,  and  the  terrific  noise  <f 
cars  ramming  cars  made  the  sound  cf  a  halting  train,  and 
the  throbs  crescendoed  into  approaching  footsteps.  It  was 
true,  Ben  had  railroad  ties  for  doorsteps. 

In  a  moment,  the  door  was  smashed  cff  its  hinges,  and 
there  stood  the  locomotive  herself,  and  all  the  cars 
parted  outside. 

"Gat  a  match?"  she  asked.  The  smell  cf  diesel  filled 
the  room,  and  her  magnetic  field  aligned  anything  metal 
in  the  room  north. 

Ben  was  filled  with  questions. 

"Am  I  really  to  die?"  he  asked. 

"16u  already  have,"  she  replied,  striking  one. 

"Why  are  there  no  more  cabooses?"  was  Ben's 
second  question. 

"Because  it  s  not  my  style,"  she  said,  and  the  great 
lamp  came  on.  "Now  hdd  on,"  she  said,  and  Billy  Ben 
never  let  go  to  live  again. 
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Hear  No  Evil,  Speak  No  Evil  or  "Did  you  see  'im 
repressing  me?!":  Ftee  Thought  in  America/  Madelyn 
Boudreaux 

"America,  Home  cf  the  Brave,  Land  cf  the  Free" 
we  learn  as  unquestioning  children  and  sing  as 
patriotic  Americans,  but  how  much  truth  exists  in  this 
lyrical  claim?    A  favorite  argument  cf  the 
"conservative"  is  the  reminder  that  "Ym  couldn't  even 
say  how  you  feel  in  (insert  scapegoat  Commie 
Country),  they'd  throw  you  in  jail  just  for  thinking 
it,"  but  in  Democracy  in  America,  Alexis  de 
Txqueville  questioned  this  sort  cf  mentality  among 
the  American  people.   He  challenged  that  the  pecple 
cf  the  United  States,  existing  under  one  authority  and 
morally  charged  to  do  "right,"  do  not  utilize  the 
freedoms  they  chose.    He  stated,  "I  know  cf  no 
country  in  which  there  is  so  little  independence  cf 
mind  and  real  freedom  cf  discussion  as  in  America" 
(de  Tocqueville,  1963:  117).   One  then  assumes  there 
must  be  a  precedent  for  such  a  statement  and 
support  for  the  position.   Indeed,  evidence  that  de 
Txqueville  is  at  least  partially  right  can  be  found  in 
Henry  David  Thoreau's  "Civil  Disobedience,"   the 
Narrative  cf  the  Life  cf  Frederick  Douglass,  an 
American  Slave,  and  Howard  Zinn's  A  People's 
History  cf  the  United  States. 

De  Tocqueville  arrived  at  this  opinion  after  noting 
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that  a  monarch  retains  only  a  physical  power  over  its 
subjects,  but  is  thus  limited  to  the  effect  it  has  over 
them.   As  the  monarchy  cannot  touch  the  spirit  cf  its 
citizens,  it  can  neither  break  their  will  nor  dictate 
their  morals.  A  democratic  majority,  however, 
"possesses  a  power  which  is  physical  and  moral  at  the 
same  time,  which  acts  upon  the  will  as  much  as  upon 
the  actions,  and  represses  not  only  all  contest,  but  all 
controversy"  (de  Txqueville,  1963: 117).   Against  the 
Puritan  backdrop  cf  the  young  nation,  morality  can 
directly  result  in  financial  success.   Seen  in  this  light, 
it  seems  that  a  government  which  dictates  the  morals 
cf  its  people  can  help  them  attain  success,  and  will  be 
supported  by  these  that  are  helped  by  the 
government's  dicta.     Even  in  the  light  cf  the 
Constitution  cf  the  United  States  and  the  Bill  cf  Rights, 
supposed  creations  to  protect  the  ordinary  citizen,  the 
actual  outcome  for  some  citizens  is  shady.   According 
to  Howard  Zinn,  the  Constitution 

serves  the  interests  cf  a  wealthy  elite,  but  also 
does  enough  for  small  property  owners,  for  middle- 
income  mechanics  and  farmers,  to  build  a  broad 
base  cf  support.  The  slightly  prosperous  people 
who  make  up  this  base  cf  support  are  buffers 
against  the  blacks,  the  Indians,  the  very  poor 
whites.  They  enable  the  elite  to  keep  control  with 
a  minimum  cf  coercion,  a  maximum  cf  law  -  all 
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made  palatable  by  the  fanfare  <f  patriotism  and 
unity. 

With  the  introduction  cf  the  Bill  of  Rights,  the 
Government  could  cover  its  tracks  by  dficially  allowing 
all  citizens  the  right  to  become  part  cf  that  wealthy 
elite,  while  doing  little  or  nothing  to  help  them.   The 
government,  "guardian  cf  the  people's  liberties"  later 
passed  the  Sedition  Act,  with  implications  that  it  was 
morally  wrong  to  undermine  by  slanderous  speech  and 
mutinous  behavior  the  very  government  that  was 
attempting  to  protect  all  its  citizens  (Zinn,  1980:  99). 

Indeed,  all  citizens  had  the  right  to  think,  but  the 
moral  pressure  that  de  Tcqueville  noticed  seems  to 
have  summarily  bent  the  common  man  and  woman 
down  under  its  weight  by  1849  when  Thoreau 
published    "Civil  Disobedience,"  basically  agreeing  with 
de  Tocqueville's  observation.  Thoreau  seems  to  believe 
that  men  and  women  choose  not  to  think  and  discuss 
because  they  have  certain  duties  they  feel  they  must 
perform  in  order  to  be  a  good  citizen,  at  the  expense  cf 
their  intellect  (Thoreau,  1986:  393).   These  citizens 
never  try  to  change  the  problems  they  see,  he  later 
adds,  because  they  want  to  wait  until  a  large  enough 
group  agrees  (Thoreau,  1986:  395).  The  result  is  a 
group  cf  people  overcome  by  apathy,  unable  and 
unwilling  to  think  and  discuss  as  individuals  the 
possibilities  for  an  unimaginable  change. 
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Another  group,  even  more  repressed  in  the  area  <f 
freedom  <f  speech,  not  to  mention  all  other  freedoms, 
was  the  black  American  slave.  Again,  a  moral  issue 
kept  the  slave  repressed:  the  white  majority  felt  it 
was  divinely  superior  to  the  black  Africans,  quoting 
Bible  verses  to  support  the  claim,  and  in  turn,  the 
black  slave,  having  never  known  any  other  way  cf 
life  (with  the  exception  cf  first  generation  slaves 
directly  from  Africa)  believed  it  was  their  damnation, 
and  were  morally  obligated  to  never  question 
(Douglass,  1988:  50). 

Throughout  Frederick  Douglass's  narrative,  one  is 
impressed  by  the  amount  cf  deep  thought  about 
freedom  that  went  into  the  work.   Douglass  truly 
thinks  independently   and  discusses  his  situation  as  a 
freedman,  but  not  without  hard  lessons.   It  is,  in  fact, 
probably  the  lack  cf  all  freedoms  that  gave  Douglass 
the  perspective:  never  having  been  lied  to  about  the 
nature  cf  his  freedom  (or  lack  therecf),  he  is  in  a 
better  position  to  enjcy  his  ability  to  think  clearly. 
Douglass's  claim  to  the  right  to  free  speech  is 
dramatic  against  his  former  life,  where  he  was  kept 
ignorant  cf  knowledge,  unable  to  speak  his  will, 
because  he  was  black.   His  master  tells  him  that  if  he 
were  educated  and  could  communicate,  he  would  be 
useless  to  the  slave  owner  (Douglass,  1988:  79). 
Knowledge  is  flaunted  around  Douglass  as  something 
he  can  never  attain  because  cf  skin  color,  but  he  puts 
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mare  thought  and  analysis  into  his  narrative  than  the 
master  who  treated  him  so  poorly.    Nothing  really 
changes,  though;  even  as  a  freedman,  he  is  denied  full 
autonomy  because  he  is  black.    lew  other  people 
bothered  to  think  independently  enough  to  change  the 
world  that  Frederick  Douglass  lived  in. 

Both  Thoreau  and  Douglass  give  evidence  that  de 
Txquevilles  claim  is  true,  that  there  is  little 
independent  thought  and  discussion  in  America,  but 
also  shed  light  on  the  importance  that  the  Bill  cf 
Rights  and  so-called  "democracy"  play  in  this  prcblem. 
Both  writers  are  able  to  think  in  ways  that  their 
neighbors  don't,  because  they  realize  their  ability  to 
escape  the  hypocrisy  inherent  in  a  system  cf  moral 
values  and  the  "right."   All  point  to  the  fact  that,  until 
the  individual  examines  his  or  her  beliefs,  questions 
the  world  around  him/her,  and  freely  discusses,  the 
rights  that  allow  the  citizen  to  do  so  are  useless. 

#\0/Sub-Zero  Permafrost 

gothic  arch 

cf  instep  forced  Japanese 
bandage -bondage  maiming 
cf  a  chalk- 
white  foot 
to  eat  itself  likesnake 
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grim  rapper/Sub-Zero  Permafrost 


i  date  deathrockers 
and  i  fuck  well 
i  gotta  tombstone  condo 
get  laid  in  hell 
funireal  reality 
dead-letter  mailman 
talkin  in  epigrams 
bad  news  telegrams 
open  my  mouth 
big  mortuary  maw 
church  organ  smell 
formaldehyde  raw 


The  Puritan 

by  L.  Collier  Hyams 
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maiy  mary/Sub-Zero  Permafrost 

she's  the  queen 

cf  bleach 

and  bubble 

gum  she  masticates 

fornicates  and  opens 

gates  to  her  piano  key  trimmed  red 

velvet  lined  interior  vehicle  cf  verbal 

delinquencies  great  maw 

cf  mumu-flavored  psychedelic  succulence  she 

smacks 

her  gum  violently 

each  time  echoing 

the  savior's  death  and  consequent 

rebirth  each  milky  pink  translucent  bubble  a 

cavity-causing  2nd 

coming 
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